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PREFACE 


This book includes two documents: “The Long Letter of Karl Wilhelm Stiefel to One of His 
Brothers” and “In Search of My Wife’s Great-Grandfather, Karl Wilhelm Stiefel.” 


The first part of the book includes a letter that Wilhelm wrote, while living in Argentina, to a 
brother, recounting his journey from Germany, his arrival in Buenos Aires, and his early days in 
Argentina. I do not know the date of that letter nor to whom it was directed since he had a couple 
of brothers still living in Germany. It was written in Old German, so I am including an English 
translation for the English-speaking side of the family, and a Spanish translation for the 
Argentinian part of the family. I have also included comments that family and friends sent to 
Caroso (my brother) and me about the document itself and its translation. These comments are 
also in English and Spanish. 


The original letter, in Wilhelm’s handwriting, was written in the Old German script. This letter is 
amazing because we can see his actual handwriting from so long ago, and also intriguing as he uses 
many Spanish terms that he had already picked up while living a short while in Argentina. The 
introduction in this book includes more details about the translations and how we found the 


original letter. 


The second part of the book is an essay written by my husband, Reynaldo, after we traveled to 
Germany to visit the town where Wilhelm was born, the house and neighborhood where he lived 


when he returned to Germany, and the cemetery and tomb where he was buried. 


Although we did not find exactly what we expected during this trip, it was an extremely successful 


and satisfying experience because now we have real images of the places where Wilhelm lived and 


died. 


I included both documents in the same book because I felt it closes the circle of Wilhelm going to 
Argentina from Germany, and then follows up with his descendants from Argentina, namely 


Ofelia and I, returning to Germany searching for his presence on the German landscape. 


As with so many immigrants, you really must admire Wilhelm’s courage leaving his home country 
and his family and friends for parts unknown; so young, with very little money and even without 
an address where he could find his brothers and uncle. But he said in his letter, “I had forgotten it 


” 
somewhere. 


His spirit of adventure and his love for traveling still lives on with his descendants. 


Marta Stiefel Ayala, PhD 
March 2022 
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Part One 
THE LONG LETTER OF 
KARL WILHELM STIEFEL 
TO ONE OF HIS BROTHERS 
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INTRODUCTION 
At last, the saga of the "Diary of Wilhelm" came to its conclusion. Here's the story. 


For starters, it didn't turn out to be a diary, but rather a long letter to one of his brothers, but 
which one of them? We do not know, since two of them, Christian and Ernst Friedrich, stayed in 
Germany and a third, Karl August had requested permission to travel to the US, and we still don’t 
know if he ever made this trip. His other two brothers, Johann Georg and Gottlieb, were already 


living in Argentina, therefore most likely not the intended recipients. 


Nor do we know if this letter ever reached its destination and was returned, as Wilhelm requested, 
or if, perhaps, was never sent. The fact is that this manuscript was withTio Ulrico’s family, Abuelo 
Carlos’ brother. Ana and Noemi Stiefel, Tio Ulrico’s granddaughters, appeared with the original 
manuscript at the 2010 family reunion in Cérdoba, Argentina, which surprised us all, because we 


did not know it existed. 


The original letter was handwritten in a language we did not know so we had no clue about its 
content, and we were eager to know what Wilhelm wrote! His letter was handwritten in Old 

German or Kurrent script, and at the present time, very few people can read this version of the 
German language. Old German was no longer used after 1941, although it was taught in some 
schools as a secondary form of writing until the 1970s. A major challenge was finding someone 


who could read this letter as most people who knew the language had already passed away. 


In the past, Caroso had some other letters written by Wilhelm translated from Old German to 
Spanish by an old philosophy professor from Cordoba. The professor was related to one of our 
cousins by marriage, but she already had passed away when we found Wilhelm’s letter, and Caroso 


could not find anybody else to tackle the translation job in Argentina. 


In May-June of the following year, Ana Albano and her husband, Jorge Marelli traveled to the US 
and arrived in San Diego where they personally handed us the original letter. We scanned the 
document and distributed the copies to the entire family at the 2011 reunion and then we 


returned the original document to Ana and Noemi. 


Later that year, here in San Diego, we found a German gentleman named Ginther Zak, a 
classmate in a senior exercise class, who was able to read and translate the manuscript. He 
promised to do so, but since he was frail and could not see well, he was able to translate only the 
first three pages and then wrote a summary of the rest of the letter. But he promised that he 
would continue to work on it slowly. We delivered this short translation at the 2012 family 
reunion to all those gathered there, with a promise that the full version would be forthcoming 
shortly. But, upon returning from Cordoba, we had the bad news that Gunther had died, and all 
his things, including our documents, were taken out of his apartment. Everything was cleaned up 


and we could not recover what he had done, if, in fact, he had done more of the translation. 


We continued to search and found a professional translator, but she was too expensive and when 
we gave her two pages to translate, her work was not as expected as compared to Gunther’s 
translations. So, we kept on looking. One day, in early 2013, it occurred to us to send a brief note 
to the House of Germany, located in Balboa Park, San Diego, a place where there are small houses 
that many countries maintain to promote their respective traditions and cultures. The secretary 
from the House of Germany sent the brief note to many people and several people responded but 
they couldn't read the manuscript. A person named Birgit Kern read the note and contacted me 
right away and told me that her parents, living in Germany, could read the manuscript and were 
willing to translate it. I handed her a copy of the manuscript and she mailed it to her parents, since 
they didn’t use the internet. Her parents translated it into modern German and mailed that 
manuscript to Birgit, who translated it into English and delivered it to me in April. Immediately, I 


translated it into Spanish and made copies to distribute during our next family reunion. 


One of the challenges the German family encountered while translating, was that it seemed that 
Wilhelm wrote without many punctuation marks, with very long paragraphs, and skipped from 
one topic to another. Thus, trying to be as faithful as possible to the original, they tried to organize 


the work into phrases that were understood. 


Also, one of the challenges that Birgit had with the translation was that there were many Spanish 
words used to describe things that Birgit and her family in Germany did not know anything about; 
and she was not sure how to translate them into English. Fortunately, | knew what they were, and 
I could make sense of them. 


I hope these translations reflect the true nature of the document. The page numbers within the 


text correspond to the original pages of the old German document. 
Enjoy! 


Marta Stiefel Ayala 
March 2022 


THE TRANSLATORS 


PHOTO 1- GUNTHER ZAK AND MARTA STIEFEL AYALA 


Above: Marta S. Ayala with Giinther Zak, who began the translation of the letter 
from Old German to English. Below: Birgit Kern, who with the help of her parents 
in Germany, completed the translation from Old German to modern German and 


then to English, and Marta, who translated the English version to Spanish. 
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PHOTO 2- BIRGIT KERN AND MARTA STIEFEL AYALA 
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Map of Provincia de Buenos Aires, Argentina in 1888, 
which includes the River Samborombon and the town of Magdalena 


Map of the city of Buenos Aires in 1888, showing the streets Defensa and Méjico, 


the two streets mentioned by Wilhelm in his letter. 


From: Atlas Geografico de la Republica Argentina by Mariano Felipe Paz Soldan. 
David Rumsey Historical Map Collection. 
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THE LONG LETTER OF 
KARL WILHELM STIEFEL 
TO ONE OF HIS BROTHERS 


THE ORIGINAL LETTER IN OLD GERMAN OR KURRENT SCRIPT 


NOTE OF INTEREST: Although this letter was written in Old German, there are 
several instances of Spanish and regional words used in Argentina throughout the 
letter. Look for them as you examine the document. 
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LETTER FROM KARL WILHELM STIEFEL TO ONE OF HIS BROTHERS 


ENGLISH TRANSLATION BY BIRGIT KERN 
Page 1 


I finished my military obligation with the 3rd. Royal Wiirttemberg' Infantry Regiment, First 
Company in Stuttgart, Rotebiihl Street, Barracks #9. I enlisted in the regiment on April 12, 1861. 
I was discharged on November 15, after depositing a single payment of 600 Gulden, as was the law 
then. At that moment, my agent (Vormund)’ told me: "You did a good job, First Soldier, and you 
need only a small sum because of that - that's why only one payment is due - and you still have 
what you need to go to Argentina.”*? Well, the military service wasn't exactly good, but also 
nothing to complain about. Our officers treated us decently. Our lieutenant was decent too but 
quite nervous. The other lieutenants always made fun of him. Once, when the company was 
gathered in the barrack’s square, probably waiting for the captain, our lieutenant tried in vain to 
twist his mustache and could not get all the hairs to stay together; another lieutenant said: "Look at 
that soldier who is there. Let's ask him where he gets the cream for his mustache!" And the answer 
came: "Straight from Paris, Mr. Lieutenant." The sergeants were something else. Some were good 
although all insulted us like hell. However, when they called us stupid boys and gave us other 
miserable nicknames while making horrible gestures, they became our enemies. On Sunday just 
before going out for a maneuver it was my turn to clean the room. There were several, I think two 
in the room, but I was the oldest. Then those two said, "We want to play a joke on the lieutenant, 


because he's so petty." Our backpacks were already ready to go. 
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One of the two comrades had the cooking pot to be used in the field. Then, one of them made a 
small wood bundle and put it inside the pot. I told them not to do it, because I had a room duty 
shift, and they were going to blame me, and I was going to be punished. But the other two said, 
"Just say we did it!" Said and done, that night when we were at the camp, the pots were used, and 
the wood bundle was discovered. The question came from the lieutenant: "Who did it?" We said, 
"The Obermann* has ordered it." They almost believed it, but the First Lieutenant and Captain 
got involved and asked, "Who had the room duty shift?" Naturally, I came forward. But then I had 
to say that my comrades had done it. As punishment, they had to do very hard exercises with the 


backpacks on their backs for a long time, while the rest of us marched without them. 


' Wurttemberg is a state in southwestern Germany 

? Vormund can be interpreted as custodian, guardian, proxy, guardian. Why did he need one? 

> This sentence is not very clear and does not make much sense. However, it is what is written here. 

* Obermann means supervisor, manager. This word does not seem to have been used within the military until the time 
of the Nazis. 


ee 


The same lieutenant who was teased about with the wood bundle in the pot to be used in the 
field had received a small barrel of wine. He wouldn't let anyone try it and didn't want to share it 
with anyone. One Sunday afternoon, me and 5 or 6 other comrades, including the Obermann, 
discovered the little barrel under the comrade's bed. We drunk all the wine and the barrel was 
empty. In the evening, when the comrade returned, he wanted to know who had taken all the 
wine. We said, "Well, look, it seems like everything has been spilled." And to pretend that 
everything had spilled, those of us who drunk the wine had scattered water around the barrel. 
Eventually, the Obermann got into the matter and claimed that the wine was spilled everywhere. 
And he called the fellow donkey and told him that he should close the barrel better next time. 


After my agent paid the money to be discharged from the army, I got the required documents for 
immigration, received the money needed for the trip and headed towards Strasbourg." "Before I became 
a soldier, my agent would write to me from time to time or send me letters from my brothers. 
There were two of them in Argentina and they advised me to go there. With this in mind and 
being of very good spirits, I told my agent that I was not very interested in going to America, unless 
all the Stiefels emigrated and only the sloths were left behind. These comments were not very well 


received, naturally. 
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In Strasbourg, I met and reached an agreement with an agent named Vogel and gave him an 
amount to pay for the trip to Buenos Ayres.° But anyway, for the trip from Strasbourg to Le Havre 
had to pay extra. I think it was a mistake and it would have been better to pay for the whole trip at 
the same time. (The whole trip consisted of going from Strasbourg to Le Havre through Paris and 
then continuing to Buenos Ayres.) I don't remember how much I paid for the transoceanic 
journey. Agent Vogel had given me a card or ticket (Karte) and told me to put it in my hat or lift it 
high in my hand when | arrived at the train station in Paris and got off the train, so someone 
would pick me up and take me to the hotel. Well, I forgot and didn't follow the instructions. As a 
result, I had to pay very dearly for a car to take me to the hotel because the driver of the car told 
me that the hotel was very far away. But actually, I had just jumped in the car when we arrived at 
our destination. Then I realized that the hotel was just across the street, at the back of the train 
station. I stayed only one day in Paris, and then continued to Le Havre. Having learned my lesson 
of keeping my eyes and ears wide open instead of my wallet, I held the card high when I arrived at 
Le Havre. From then on, everything went smoothly. In Le Havre I had to wait 8 days for the sailing 
ship where I was going to travel. I didn't know if there were steamboats leaving for Buenos Ayres. 
Again, there I had to pay extra for food and accommodations. I know that a lot of people paid all 


the expenses for train, room, food, and the ship in advance to the agent, and I think that would 


> A city in Alsace, France 
© This is how it is written 
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have been more convenient. On the other hand, I think doing it this way made me feel more 


independent and refined. 


In Le Havre, a man on the street asked me if I wanted to see Stadt Stuttgart. Of course, the man 
was an employee of an inn called Stuttgart. In the afternoon, I decided to go to the inn. It was an 
inn where many immigrants gathered, who were immigrating to North America. Being from 


Swabia, I was curious to see Stuttgart in Le Havre. 


On December 19, 1861, the sailing ship departed from Le Havre. Its name was Pondichiry?’ The 
Captain's name was Beduchaud. There were only two passengers on the ship: me and a 
Greyhound dog. The ship consisted of 15-16 sailors, helmsmen and a first and second captains. 
The captain only spoke two German words Vater and Mutter (father and mother) and I didn't 
speak any French. 
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But being young and although not very good apprentice, I learned quickly and soon we could 


understand each other. The rest of the crew also spoke only French. 


The ship was finally on its way. The wind was very strong and the sea very rough and I got sick the 
first day, very dizzy. It was not very serious, and, in a few days, I got well and began to enjoy the 
food I had brought following the advice of the hotelier in Le Havre. The most useful thing was a 
basket of apples that lasted me until we arrived in Montevideo. I also brought a good sausage and a 
smoked tongue, 2 bottles of Cognac, sugar and lemons to make Punsch® on the boat until I 
reached Buenos Ayres. Actually, this was not needed because the food on the ship was very good. 
And of course, I drank and ate too much, with pleasure, including the Punsch and some cigars 
and cleverly I got very sick of my stomach. And now I was really sick for many days. The captain 
comforted me and told me that all this was temporary, but I felt miserable for the whole half of the 
trip. This was because the food and drinks on the ship were very good, otherwise, the dizziness 
would have been shorter. I could no longer smoke cigars for the rest of the trip although I was 
used to smoking them before. I also tried my pipe, but this was much worse. So, I gave all my 
tobacco to one of the sailors. As I said before, the food was very good. Every day we had fresh 
bread, and lots of chicken to eat. In addition, two pigs were slaughtered. With the morning coffee, 
we were served rum. I would put the rum in a bottle and give it to the sailors. At noon and at 
dinner they served wine, for the crew as well, including rum. There was a lot of food, peas, beans, 


bacon, salted meat, and something that seemed to be butter. During the calm days, we all sat on 


” Tt is probably spelled Pondicherry. There was a sailing ship with this name between 1850 and 1860 but there is little 
information about that ship. 


5 It is the German word of the English "punch" or cocktail. 
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the deck with wooden plates. I changed with the sailors the zwieback’ for the fresh bread because I 


always found them very tasty. 
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The crew drunk distilled water from seawater; there was a very large machine in the kitchen. The 
captain and the officers drank fresh water. Little by little I became friends with everyone on the 
ship and the captain showed me all his underwear that his wife gave him very well folded and 


clean. He was very proud of his wife who was from Schttstadt, he told me. 


One day, the ship's helpers (there were two) brought coffee. One of them poured very hot coffee 
on the Greyhound dog that howled horribly. When the captain asked the helpers, "What 
happened to the dog?" They replied, "The German must have done something to him." Then the 
captain asked me what had really happened to the dog, and I told him that one of the helpers had 
poured coffee on him. The captain grabbed the boy by the arm and gave him a good beating with a 
piece of rope. And then he made him kneel for a long time on a bench on the deck of the ship. 


I helped the sailors adjust the ropes to straighten the sails and this was a lot of work, at least it's 
what I thought. With the big sails, everyone had to help, including the captain. Sailors had a lot of 
fun at my expense if they could convince me to do something. One day I was challenged to climb 
the main mast. It was a three-masted ship. But I surprised them when I climbed all the way to the 
top. It was very nice to be in the basket rocking with the calm sea. The captain was notified and 


called "the German" and gave me a sermon and told me that he could not tolerate such behavior. 


Also, I saw the sailors walking on the ropes on the outside of the ship. One day, I grabbed a fishing 
rod with a very strong line and went to the bow of the boat, and I went through the chains and 
ropes down until I touched the water. I stood on a chain or rope and held down to the rope with 
one hand and to the fishing rod with the other. The captain saw me and called me to go up to the 
deck and told me not to do that anymore. He explained that if a large fish had taken the bait, I 


could have been thrown into the sea. 
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Lowering a lifeboat and slowing down the ship was not very easy at sea. I understood what the 
captain told me and followed his advice. But, up in the mast basket it was so nice to be, that they 


let me stay when the sea was calm, and the weather was good. 


The ship had three masts and for two days there was no wind and that was very boring. At first, it 
was fun to see the calm sea, but then one expected a little wind. One looked at the sails to see if 


they move with a little wind and what a joy when the ship began to move again. Then for two days 


° They are sweet crackers, a little hard like toast. 
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and two nights we had a horrible storm. I remember the crew had worried faces and didn't want to 
have any more fun. Once, the ship shook so much that it threw five or six of us against a wall and 
that side filled with water and we all got wet. Then I got into my cabin. The sailors were no longer 
laughing because I think the situation was serious. The ship shook and squeaked as if it was going 
to break. If one was in bed, one had to hold on with hands and feet, otherwise one would fall. 
You couldn't rest and you couldn't sleep and that got you out of control. And being shaken back 
and forth wasn't much fun. Finally, the storm passed and with strong winds we sailed at a good 
speed. In addition to the storm, we had good winds and the crossing was quite fast. Once during 
the early morning like 1 or 2 in the morning, there was a big show. The whole ship was shaking 
and grinding, and we all jumped on deck, including me, of course. What happened was that we 
almost collided with another sailing ship. Luckily, the ships had barely scraped, although there was 
quite a bit of damage: some broken sails and some broken beams. The two captains both ships 
grabbed their megaphones and insulted each other with many bad words. I don't know how the 
ships almost collided or who was guilty, but then the captain accused a sailor, a young man, who 
was in charge of guarding the bow of the ship. He scolded him a lot and I heard that as 


punishment, his salary was going to be reduced. 
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Finally, the journey quickly came to an end. The ship first passed through Montevideo where we 
first saw the Hill, of course, and also the city very clearly. With much enthusiasm and too much 
hope we looked at this foreign country that was America. How much time we had left to get to 
Buenos Ayres I do not remember, but in just one day, with good wind and weather, we saw some 
islands that barely stood out from the water and finally we saw Buenos Ayres, green land, green 
trees, after such a long trip, a pure paradise. Our ship had to be anchored away because there were 
no docks yet. Then a boatman took the captain and me ashore. No one was waiting for me because 
no one knew when | would arrive. Then I said goodbye to the captain and the boatman 
accompanied me because he wanted me to pay him, but I could not communicate with him. So, 


we went to a business where a young man spoke German and so | could pay him. 


I had an uncle in Buenos Aires who had a steam bakery and a dye factory. They had given me his 
address in Germany, but unfortunately, I had forgotten it somewhere. When I took my passport 
for immigration to the Argentine consulate in Le Havre to get the go-ahead, there was an employee 
who had been to Buenos Ayres before and knew the city very well. I told him I had a relative there 
but had lost the address and when I mentioned his name, he told me he knew him well, but didn't 
know exactly where he lived. Then, he gave me the address of a German family and said that the 
man knew where he lived. This German who helped me with the boatman to whom I had to pay, 
connected me with someone who took me to a German pension on Mexico Street. There were a 


few nice young ladies, maybe daughters, and the next day the owner of the house accompanied me 
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to see my uncle, on Defensa Street, who knew that I probably will come by, through my brothers. 


My uncle thanked the gentleman 
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for being so kind in accompanying me and then asked me how I had gotten to the boarding house. 
I told him I wouldn't stay there and later had my suitcase picked up from the boarding house. I 
told him that I had lost or forgotten his address somewhere and how the employee of the 
Argentine Consulate in La Habra had given me this address because that man knew where he 


lived. I told him the man's name and my uncle said, "It's understood then." 


Although my uncle wanted me to stay there, I stayed only a few days in Buenos Ayres, so I can't 
write anything about Buenos Ayres. My brothers lived about 30 hours or 150 km from Buenos 
Ayres, in an estancia called Concordia. They had sheep and rented the land. I could ride in the 
mail cart up to about 9 hours or 45 km to where there was a place to spend the night. From there I 
had to continue on horseback for the rest of the trip. The mail cart took me to Magdalena, a small 
town southwest of Buenos Aires, and since I did not know Spanish yet, my uncle gave a letter to 
the postman and talked to him to take care of me during the trip. Now we were on our way, 4-5 
draft horses, all galloping, cross-country, sometimes in one track and sometimes not, but the 
terrain was very even. All the horses were saddled _ and (...) with a leather strap’ in front and a 
cinch from where they pulled. In addition, there were horses mounted with a rider who had a very 
strong whip. In this way he could pull very heavy loads, although not as well as they could have 
done with their chests, but all the horses that pulled the carts were saddled in this way, especially 
in Buenos Ayres, where the loads were carried from the dock to the city, very steep, only two- 
wheeled carts throughout the city. For the longest distances, in the countryside, two-wheeled 
carts pulled by oxen were used, the wheels as tall as a man, but all made of wood, not a metal nail. 
Well, as I said, we were galloping, but every 12-15 km there was a mail post where other horses 
were ready; the tired ones unsaddled, wallowed in the ground, covered with sweat, and were 


allowed to eat, until they had to be used again. 
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They had very rough horses too, but the riders could dominate them, very tight the cinch, all the 
horses pulled on only one side of the cinch, but if they bucked, the rider did not fall. If they didn't 
go straight, they went sideways. The terrain is very even, and eventually they went in the direction 
the rider wanted them to go, and we would continue until the next post, where other horses were 
ready. These posts were sometimes in estancias and sometimes they were miserable shacks with a 
few gauchos or stallholders. Once, in a post, I saw two fat, big bellied ranchers, sitting on the heads 


of oxen, of course, the bones were already bleached by the sun; each had a huge knife with a silver 


'T think it refers to a petral 
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handle placed behind on their belts, and of course, I found it very interesting. In the middle of the 
two, there was a big roast on a rod, it was the rib of a cow. Then, each took out their facones'! and 
cut a piece of meat and ate it quietly, always without bread and without any other accompaniment, 
sO, as you can imagine, they consumed a lot of meat. Sometimes, people ate zwiebacks along with 
the meat, or farifia, a thick flour, like oatmeal, that was cooked with the juice of the roasting meat. 
The fat on top was removed, some salt and a hot spice was added, and it was thickened. That 
flour was imported from Brazil or Paraguay. Broth with meat inside was rare; broth was drunk 


from a cup, or with spoons made with cows’ horns. This farifia was made from cassava. 


Finally, we arrive at the small town of Magdalena, at sunset but still with daylight. The mail cart 
took me to an inn. The owner was French but spoke Padua”’, but I was able to communicate with 
him. He told me that there was a German who lived in the village and showed me the way to his 
house on the outskirts of the village. He further told me that this man had a son. The house was in 
a garden, but it had a large pit around where the front door was, because he didn't want to have 


contact with people, especially the locals, whom he hated them. I greeted him and 
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I asked him if he wanted to see my letter, because it mentioned where my brothers lived, but he 
was very rude and crude and told me that he did not read Spanish. I told him the names of my 
brothers and that they lived not far away, about 8-9 hours at most. In such a sparsely populated 
area it is possible to know about the people around, even if it is in name only, but apparently, he 
did not know them and he threw me out with the following words: "Why are you going around the 
world so much, are you completely lost?" I told him that the letter mentioned ) where they lived 
and that I was not lost and then I asked him about his son, but he did not know or did not want 
to know where he was. So, I went on my way to the inn and on the way, I found a tall blond young 
man who I| thought would be the son of the German. He looked at me and asked if I was the 
brother of the Stiefel brothers. When I answered in the affirmative, he told me that they were his 
friends and that he had been told that they were waiting for their brother. I still had about 9 hours 
to ride on horseback to where my brothers were. He said he would lend me a horse and 
accompany me. Then he asked me if I knew how to ride horses and | told him that I had done it 
in Germany a few times. He told me it wasn't enough; 35 km was too much for a beginner. I told 
him that I had heard that in the inn there was a cart with horses that would pass by my brothers’ 
house. He accompanied me to the inn, and we learned that one of my brother's neighbors would 
stop by my brother's house the next day. This solved my problem of how to get there and so it 
happened. These Germans, father and two sons, later had a very good business in Buenos Ayres, 


an iron foundry and other businesses related to that industry, a big business and became very rich. 


'' He wrote it in Spanish. A type of knife 
" A city in Italy. I guess he meant they spoke Italian 


43 


The father was from Berlin, and I think the sons were too. Later, the father lived with his children 


in Buenos Ayres, but he did not want to live with them. For a long time, 
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he wanted to stay on his property in Magdalena, but he couldn't take care of himself. The business 


still exists in Buenos Ayres, but one of the brothers died. 


The next day, we had to ride on the wagon; we were, the owner of the cart, a black woman who had 
been hired by an estancia as a cook, and me. Almost the entire trip we went cross-country, without 
a track or road; the cart had no shock absorbers, and for me, who was not used to that, it was very 
uncomfortable, with the horses always galloping. On the way, we ate what I brought, bread and 
other things. Still with daylight, we arrived at Concordia. One of my brothers lived an hour away; 
he was married'’; my other brother, Theophilus", lived about half an hour from that one. We 
stopped at the estancia, where the cook stayed. There we were served Mate tea and Paraguay tea. 
The cup from which the tea is taken, is the outside part of a gourd, which is not edible. It was as 
big as a fist; they take out the inside, clean it and pour boiling water on it a couple of times. They 
can also be decorated with silver, and you get a silver tube to drink the tea. You fill the cup with 
Yerba mate, but not up to the top, add a little sugar, fill it with hot water without boiling it, and 
drink it through the tube. And if there are 5-6 people, they serve the mate using the same cup and 
the same tube. They serve it to one after the other for 3-4 times. And each time, they add hot 
water, a little bit of sugar and probably a little bit of new Yerba, and they take a little bit of the 
used yerba one out. You have to finish the cup every time, otherwise is considered impolite. The 
tube may also be made of tin. Rich people have maids who will serve the mate to you, but they can 
also be a daughter. After tea we were served a glass of Anise and a cigarette, which was already lit, 
probably by one of the daughters. In the homes of poor people, tea is best when boiled in a pot, 
like Chinese tea. At the ranch, I was offered this tea, but at first, I thought it was a tobacco pipe 
and I did not accept it, but then, at my brothers' house, we drank it and I liked it. 
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Then, we passed by the house of my brother, the one who was married, but I don't know why we 
didn't stop there and continue to see my brother Teofilo (Gottlieb). He (the owner of the wagon) 
said to him, "Here I bring you your brother." Of course, he hadn't seen me in 10 years, and I now 
had a mustache. He was older than me, and little by little we began to relive old memories. The 
next morning, we went to see my other brother, the married one, on horseback. They already had 
three children. Teofilo wanted me to stay with him, and so I did, and every day we went from one 


house to the other on horseback. After a while, I met a man from Hamburg, who had been an 


5 This one was Johann Georg Stiefel 
4 This one was Gottlieb (Teofilo) Stiefel 
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accountant in a very large company in Buenos Ayres, but now he was going around in the fields 
and working on what he could find. He proposed that we start a business, digging ditches and 
wells and building houses. Of course, the stables had been built without a roof. We had a wagon 
and rode for several hours to a lagoon, where we cut straw to cover the roofs. We made contacts to 
build a hut, dig a cistern, and build a corral for sheep, naturally roofless, but with everything 
necessary for the shepherds. The sheep herds reached 1000-2000 animals, so we made very good 
money. There was no other kind of work in the area other than taking care of sheep. For cows and 
horses, there were not enough riders. At night, we slept where we were working and building. 
Normally, there was no other house in a 2-3-hour area around. Normally, we received the meat 
from the person to whom we did the work. If he lived too far away, we could ask for the meat 
from another estancia or rancher who had sheep. It was free and we always carried some salt with 
us. One carried with him Yerba Mate or Paraguay tea in a bag on the horse; and a small teapot 
that one hung from the cinch of the mount. While the constructions were being finished, one 
could use the water from the lagoon for tea” and to drink, after all, it was rainwater and it was 
clean, as long as the cattle (in this case, the sheep) did not get into the water; and also, for the tea, 
the water was used hot. The rod grill for the roast could be made by us from 2-3 pieces of the wire 


that was used for the corrals and buildings. 
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At night, we slept on the saddle’s blankets; the saddles used by the country people of Argentina 
were used as pillows, but blankets were needed with which to cover ourselves. From time to time, 
one could grab a lamb and take it away; you killed it first, put it on the horse's back and galloping 
hard you could get very far, very quickly. The lamb’s hide was used for sleeping as well. It was a big 
deal, when we didn't bring dogs with us, the foxes were attracted by the smell of the meat and 
stole the grill along with the meat that was left on it. Then, we would find the grill in some cave of 
Biscacho'®. This is an animal, that lives in ground holes, almost the size of a fox, but not similar, but 
they live on grass and roots. Sometimes, during the night, foxes would pull from the sheep hides 


with which one was covering one's feet. 


Not many tools were needed, a hoe, a shovel, and a pick if the land where we had to dig was very 
hard; a few hides, with a knife we cut some strips to tie the straw to the roof. There were many 
things to tie on an estancia, a well-covered roof can last up to 10 years almost always. We tied the 
horses with lassos made with those strips, 10-12 meters long, so they could eat. Sometimes, they 


had to be changed to a new place, the water was taken from the lagoon. 


We did this work for about a year; besides, I was living with my brother Tedfilo. Then, I was alone 


herding a herd of sheep, on a land that belonged to an estancia. Before me, an old Indian woman 


' When he uses tea, he means Yerba Mate 
'© This is how he wrote vizcacha 
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was tending the sheep. They gave me a monthly salary, I had enough meat, I just had to slaughter a 
lamb from the herd and add some salt and Paraguay tea. I also had a big white dog that old Indian 
woman had left me, and it was called Federico. When you had to slaughter a lamb, you had to do 
it on the ground, there was no device to hang anything, so one day, while I was cutting the lamb’s 
leather hide, the dog was standing in front and as I was still a little clumsy, the knife escaped my 
hand and went straight to the dog’s belly. A little later, he died. I told the estancia’s foreman, but 
since I spoke very little Spanish, he understood that the dog had killed the sheep and said that 
killing the dog was just the right thing to do. 
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You had 5 horses to take care of the sheep and a mare that the horses followed. '’The horses 
would stay loose close by, but from time to time I had to go find them farther away, when they 
were lost because of the wind, weather, or mosquitoes. One always had a saddled horse in the 
premises, and at night he was tied with a long rope so he could eat. Every 2-3 days, or sometimes 
every day, the horses were made to run a little and then were changed for another horse. Only 
when the weather was bad, with rain and wind, one rode to the herds to move them closer to the 
ranch so that they did not mix with the neighbors’ herds. About half an hour away there was 
another estancia with sheep. When the weather was nice and the grass was very good, | only had to 
go 2-3 times a day and bring them closer to the estancia little by little, but sometimes, they would 
leave in the morning and come back by themselves in the afternoon. After about half a year, I 
bought the same herd of sheep and rented the same piece of land. It was a herd of 1500 very good 
sheep. My neighbor, the one who was about half an hour away, was a young Argentine of my same 
age, but very willing to do all kinds of mischief or tricks. We were together every day and from 
him I learned Spanish, but also many tricks and craftiness, but mainly how to cook, how to 
prepare and serve the roast on stick and how to make Paraguay tea. Also, how to prepare farifia, 
either thickened with greasy broth, or putting in a pan with good fat, heating it, browning some 
onions, adding a little water, a little hot spices and salt, and then mixing everything in the pan, but 
taking it out of the fire first so that it does not keep cooking so that it is like a thick mishmash. It is 
very good with the roast on stick or with meat or with steaks. First, I could not prepare the farifia 
very well, I cooked it and it did not look good, and if I added some eggs, it was worse. Then my 
friend and neighbor Carlos showed me how to do it and only then it did have a good taste. We 
rarely had zwieback, sometimes a little bit of rice in the soup. The pots and pans consisted of a pot 
for cooking meat, a rod for grilling the roast, a kettle, a spoon, a knife, which you had to have 
anyway, a tin cup and a tin bowl. In the mornings, one could not let the sheep leave early, only 
when the sun was high. 


'7 Yegua madrina-Godmother mare 
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Therefore, in general, I did not let the sheep leave early, and after I let them out and thinking 
about where to go on horseback, I made a fire with very dry thistle sticks, put the kettle with water 
next to the fire, put meat to roast on the rod, sat on a cow's head and slowly took bitter mate, 
because in the province of Buenos Ayres, then, mate was drunk without sugar. Afterwards, you ate 
the roast and drunk a few more cups of bitter mate, para el estribo,'® then you saddled the horse 
and left. Then, you would take the sheep to the place they liked. In the afternoons, you already 
found them back home. Sometimes, I would come home late, coming, and going to see my 
brothers, who lived about 10 km away. Of course, I always had two dogs, not German sheepdogs, 
because there weren't any out there then. They were ordinary dogs; of course, they didn't stay 
home when I left, although they were supposed to be homebound dogs. When I couldn’t come 
home at night, they would go with me. Of course, these excursions had their disadvantages, 
because just as I liked to go around, also my friend Carlos liked to leave and then the herds got 
mixed up. In the afternoon, they usually split up and each one went to their respective homes, but 
there were always a dozen or so that had to be returned to their homes. We also invited other 
neighbors to look for the sheep that had been lost to them. The sheep were marked with marks 
on their ears in order to recognize them. Of course, it was always considered an embarrassment 
when they got mixed up too often and many had to be returned. Once, Carlos' herd arrived very 
close to my estancia at noon, which happened frequently because he liked to ride around on his 
horse very often. During the summer, at noon, the sheep gathered in groups to nap. To make a 
joke on him, and so that he would stay in his house more often and I could go out, I grabbed a 
black lamb from his herd, the only black lamb he had, cut his throat, put it on my horse, took it to 
my house, skinned it, and buried the hide so that he would not find it. The meat itself was not 


suspicious, because we slaughtered every 4-5 days. 
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The next day, he came awfully upset because his black lamb did not appear. When I told him I 
didn't know anything, he invited me to go along with the other neighbors to see if the lamb had 
been lost somewhere. It had to be more than one, because they usually don't get lost alone. You 
couldn't check the whole field either, because there were thistles as tall as a rider on horseback. Of 
course, we found nothing with the other herds. The next morning, we counted his herd, and some 
sheep were missing, of course, some always stayed with neighbor’s herd. Then, his suspicions fell 
on a neighbor, a Spaniard, who had the reputation to never slaughtered his own sheep. Meat was 
almost the only and cheapest food we had, and roasting is the healthiest and tastiest to cook all 


meats, even if prepared with new ways of cooking. 


'S He writes it in Spanish. “One for the road” 
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Anyway, since I played this joke on my neighbor, he stayed at home more often and I was able to 
for more rides on my horse and we still remained very good friends. We would go out on 
horseback at mid-morning and run races to see which horse was faster. He had 5 or 6 horses. 
When I bought these sheep, at first, | had to buy my own horses. Generally, he won the races, 
even if my horse was lighter. These gauchos already know how to ride horses even before they are 
born. On horseback, in the mother's womb before birth, and after being born with the mother 
and sometimes with two or three other children, and then alone as soon as they can get on the 
horse, usually when they are three years old. And when several boys get together, they race as fast 
as the horses are able, and later with the wild cows and wild horses, the rider has to be very skilled 
and steady on the mount, and the horses have to be very skilled, tame, and easy to handle. You 
don't need draft horses to do that; many times, they had none in the ranches. And if there were 
like hundreds of people, each one rode on his/her own horse, men or women, even when the 


distance was 100-200 km. They were going to a wedding, 
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baptism or funeral. Of course, the dead were buried, first in a nearby place, for the first years, 
where they were living; several years later, they would dig the remains, put them in a maleta,”” put 
them on a horse, the whole caravan left accompanied by friends, relatives and acquaintances, and 
went about 30-40 hours to some small town. There, the remains were buried in holy ground; of 
course, you had to pay the priest, nothing was free. If one had no money, the priest would accept 
a knife with a silver handle, a silver stirrup, or some other silver piece from the saddle, or one or 
two good riding horses, which at that time were not very expensive. For Mass, he accepted cows, 
oxen, sheep, or wool. These priests lived a very pleasant life. As it happens everywhere, of course, 
there they had the most beautiful women, the most devoted religious and the promptest penitents, 
and the greatest cook to whet the appetite, without whom a Catholic priest cannot live, so they 


always had to have an organized female help at home. 


Well, I already had my own herd of sheep, my dogs, my horses, and my own rancho”’. Generally, 
my friend lived with me (with whom I dug wells and built houses, the old accountant); he worked 
at any job in the vicinity and if he didn't have a job or didn't want to work, he lived with me. Food 
was free and he could sleep on his saddle. We took long excursions, horses were always available, 
the neighbor's field was like 30 hours big,”! next to the ocean. On this field lived only one gaucho. 
Towards the coast, about 15 km away, there were forests of Tala trees and wild elderberry and 
many kinds of trees, but I do not remember their name. There we went on horseback, sometimes 
up to 8 days; with good weather and very good food, the sheep did not escape us. They would 


come back in the afternoons and lie down near the corral. The sheep were trained and accustomed 


' He wrote it in Spanish. 
0 The word rancho is always written in Spanish 
217 don't know what it means 
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to lying near the pen, and if the pen was muddy from the rain, they would find a place nearby that 


was dry to lie down. 
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There, in this large and empty land, there were many wild animals, ostriches, deer, horses, cows, 
and even wild dogs that had escaped from their owners and reproduced there. In addition, two 
kinds of armadillos, edible and very tasty, so there was no lack of food. The kettle and the mate, we 
took with us; there was water in the lagoons, and even small streams that had drinking water, 
although it was salty. Once, near the ocean, my friend took his rifle (an old rifle) and shot 
something, while I was roasting some meat and looking for water to drink Mate. I heard the shot 
and then my friend came with the rifle on his shoulder, and with the barrel hanging. And then I 
asked him, "Heinrich, what did you do to the rifle?" and he said, "Why, what's wrong?" And then 
he looked at the rifle and was surprised to see that the barrel was broken in half. The barrel had 
broken with the shot and when he put it on his shoulder, it broke completely. He had tried to 
shoot a goose, which was swimming calmly towards the ocean after the shot. So, we only had the 
knives left, which was the most indispensable pieces to have. We tied the horses with strong ropes, 
from the muzzle, of course, because around the neck, they would come out. Then, the rope would 
be tied to a straw bush, or you would make a hole like a foot deep, tie the rope around the handle 
of the knife, put the knife in the hole, and stamp the hole firmly with your feet. Then you would 
put the pillow on top, so although the horse pulled hard it could not be released. Of course, if the 
horse moved in a circle, the rope passed over you, so you would wake up, but you only had to 
make sure that the horse was still there. Once, we grabbed two young wild horses about two years 
old, but they became tamed like the others, and then my friend trained them so he could ride 
them. He was a great gaucho; well, I had lived in the countryside for several years. It was very 
interesting, when we saw a troop of wild horses and ran after them, the animals, especially the 


largest and oldest, with a long tail and manes full of burrs, 
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galloping, one after the other, in a row, not piled up. They ran, sometimes between tall reeds and 
water, ** between tall thistles where they left a small footprint, and they were not seen for a while, 
running towards the final line, galloping hard, with their necks extended. Only if there were 
animals among them that had escaped their owners and were now wild, they were sneaky, and they 


turned around if they saw riders. 


An Englishman once made a deal with the owner of the field, he paid him a small amount for 
each wild horse he caught, with the under 2 years old free. But the Englishman also had many 


expenses because he had to build large pens to grab the horses; then they had to lazzo each one 


2 Reeds, totoras 
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individually, throw them to the ground and cut the horse's ears in half, so that a piece hung and 
covered their ears. Of course, blood was going inside the ears. In this way, they could herd the 
horses together with the tame ones for quite some time until they healed. They were herded to 
Buenos Ayres, to the slaughterhouse, where they were killed, dismembered, and the meat was fried 
or boiled to store the fat. It was about 150-160 km to Buenos Ayres; to grab the horses it took like 
80 riders, who had their own horses, like every gaucho, to help with the cattle or the horses. Once, 
they lost a large troop of horses before reaching Buenos Ayres, and although they found them, the 
journey took a long time. Many horses returned to their original fields, some got used to the 
troops of tame horses, but escaped again, when they tried to grab them and provoke other horses 
to escape. It was not worth the effort to tame them, a natural”’ would never ride a horse with his 
ear cut off, nor on a horse with his tail cut off or on a mare, in any way. So, the Englishman lost a 
lot of money with this business; at that time, everything was an open field, without barbed wire, 
and there were horses that had returned to their original fields about 30-40 hours away (150 km). 
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A family from a neighboring estancia (the estancia was called Todos los Santos) lived in Buenos 
Ayres, but from time to time they came to visit for a short time. They were two sons, two 
daughters, and the mother. When they returned, they took a bunch of horses with them, like 12- 
15; they saddled one for each person, and the others, they herded before them. On the way, they 
were changing horses and herding the others; when they arrived in Buenos Ayres, that same 
afternoon, they released all the horses, and they all returned to their field, not exactly that same 


night, but the next, always at night, galloping all the way. 


Now I have to tell you that sheep herding was not very favorable for me. Once, when I| returned 
home, people had entered my ranch and taken my best clothes and even my friend's. Later I found 
out that it was a neighbor who lived about 5 km away. They also slaughtered several of my sheep; 
well I could have forgiven that, an eye for an eye. But I brought some of my valuable things to my 


married brother's house, and I never became a good sheepherder. 


Large cattle thefts happened much later. Then, the gauchos did not need anything, they had their 
horses to ride with or those of a friend, they made their own saddles”, there was enough meat in 
the field, and for clothes it was enough for them to work a little, because the most important piece 
of clothing was their poncho. During the day, you put it through your head, and at night you 
covered yourself with it. 


A year after I left, the area that was unpopulated, but already had people again. People who lived 
in Buenos Ayres leased parts of the field for sheep herds. My old friend Heinrich told me that they 


3 Local, native 
4 Aneros, recados 
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didn't have much luck with this because many lost all their herds to flooding, probably caused by a 
storm. It was a very low field and therefore prone to flooding. Only the herds on the highest fields 


were saved from the floods. 
These were my adventures in the province of Buenos Ayres as a well digger, builder, and shepherd. 
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In 1865, many people moved from the province of Buenos Aires to the province of Santa Fe. The 
land was cheap to buy or lease. My single brother’? and I went there and took our sheep herds; also 
with an Englishman and a German who already had land there and were willing to lease part of 
their land to us. The trip lasted from early February to mid-April. We did a herd out of two herds, 
but it was too hard, because they were already used to being in two groups. The English had one 
herd and the German had two, so it was a long procession of sheep, as they moved in a row and 
not in a group. We had a foreman with us as well as a skilled Baqueano”’, but he was a half-drunk 
and cunning gaucho; the foreman was an honest and very good man who had been employed by 
foreigners for a long time. We also had a cart, loaded with water, Zwieback, Paraguay tea’’, sugar, 
cooking pots, and some clothes so that the horses we rode were not overloaded. 


My brother and I brought two peones’® with us because at night the sheep in each herd had to be 
fed separately. One would let them eat a little, and then they would take turns. During the day 
each herd was herded separately, all the horses were herded by the baqueano and a peon, and they 
went ahead. One time, it took me and my brother two days to ride with our sheep until we could 
meet the others. The first afternoon we found a river called Sambrombon; ”’ we had to cross it 
where the water was not so deep, so that it barely reached the belly of the sheep. The river was very 
wide, and we started crossing. It became night and very dark and we had not crossed even half of 
the herd, step by step, it was torture to try to get them to move forward. Finally, we left them, and 
they were standing in the middle of the water. It did not take them long until they turned around 


and turned back to the shore, very fast. There we looked after them until the next morning. 
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Not far from there, lived an Englishman who was known to my brother. My brother rode to his 
house to ask him how best to make the sheep cross the river. The Englishman came back with my 
brother and brought two Scottish sheepdogs and told us that the sheep had to cross in the 
narrowest part of the river, even if it was deep. We took them to the narrowest part, which was not 


very close and there we kept them together. Then the Englishman separated 100-200 of them, ran 


» Refers to Gottlieb (Tedfilo) 

*6 He writes it in Spanish. A local person who serves as guide and knows his way around 
77 Yerba mate 

°8 He writes it in Spanish. Helpers, hired hand 

»» This is how he writes Samborombon, a river in Buenos Aires province. 
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them with his dogs to the river and because the dogs were barking, the sheep jumped into the 
water and swam to the other shore. When that part of the herd had finished crossing, he returned 
with the dogs. We pushed the others hard and with the beee™ of the sheep swimming and the 
others jumping into the water, the sheep in the back got ready and one after another jumped into 
the water and swam, and in half an hour or so, all the sheep were on the other shore. Then the 
Englishman gave my brother a Scottish sheepdog, who could already run behind the horses. 
When it was very hot and during the long rides, my brother took him on the horse with him, but 
soon he was already helping to take care of the sheep. The first night where we camped, a fox was 
howling, attracted by the smell of the roast, and the puppy became very frightened and hid with 
whoever was sleeping on the floor. The fox had taken the stick where the roast was cooking, and 


we ended up eating what had been left on the stick. 


Now, our group headed north, towards the northern part of the province of Buenos Ayres. 
Already there were enough people there, with sheep, cattle, and people who raised horses. The 
water for the sheep was found in the lagoons and sometimes we found small streams. There was 
enough food, normally at this time of year, there is enough food and water, so it was the perfect 
time to travel. Sometimes, people didn't like such a long line of sheep passing by, because they 
were afraid that our sheep would mix up with their herds or that their herds would mix up with 


ours, which seems to have happened quite often. 
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Later, I think I will tell you more about what happened until now but returning to our trip to the 
province of Santa Fe, where we arrived at the beginning of April. We leased land for the sheep for 
three years, and then moved elsewhere until 1870. So, I got married*', bought land about 20 hours 


from there, sold it in 1880 and became foreman of the Estancia Tigresito. There I could have my 


sheep and cattle; they were lands 5 hour |'s big’’. I stayed there until 1889. Then, I bought land in 


Pellegrini and built where my house is now. The place at that time was called Algarrobos and was 
later renamed Carlos Pellegrini. 


Please return these pages to me at an opportune time so that I can continue it. 


Greetings from your brother, *? Wilhelm 


*® Bleating of the sheep 

3! That's all it says. He doesn't say who he married or give a name. 

2 T do not know what that means. 

3 T can't know which brother he's referring to because he just doesn't say it. 
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LA LARGA CARTA DE KARL WILHELM STIEFEL 


A UNO DE SUS HERMANOS 


TRADUCCION AL ESPANOL POR MARTA STIEFEL AYALA 
Pagina 1 


Terminé mi obligacion militar con el 3r. Real Regimiento de Infanteria de Wiirttemberg, * 
Primera Compania en Stuttgart, Calle Rotebiihl, Barraca #9. Me alisté en el regimiento el 12 de 
abril, 1861. Me dieron de baja el 15 de noviembre, después de depositar un unico pago de 600 
Gulden, como era la ley entonces. En ese momento, mi apoderado (Vormund)” me dijo: “Hiciste 
un buen trabajo, soldado primero, y necesitas sslo una pequefia suma por eso — a eso se debe el 
unico pago - y lo que necesitas para ir a la Argentina.”*° Bueno, el servicio militar no era 
exactamente bueno, pero tampoco nada de qué quejarse. Nuestros oficiales nos trataban 
decentemente. Nuestro teniente era decente también pero bastante nervioso. Los otros tenientes 
siempre se burlaban de él. Una vez, cuando la compafiia estaba reunida en la plaza de las barracas, 
probablemente esperando al Capitan, nuestro teniente trataba en vano de torcer el bigote y no 
podia conseguir que todos lo pelitos se quedaran juntos, otro teniente dijo: “Mira a ese soldado 
que esta alli. ;Preguntémosle en donde consigue la crema para su bigote?” Y la respuesta llego: 
“Directamente de Paris, Sr. Teniente.” Los sargentos eran otra cosa. Algunos eran buenos, aunque 
todos nos insultaban rayos y truenos. Sin embargo, cuando nos llamaban muchachos esttipidos y 
nos daban otros apodos miserables mientras hacian gestos horribles se convertian en nuestros 
enemigos. El domingo justo antes de salir a una maniobra me tocé el turno del servicio de cuarto. 
Habia varios, creo que dos en el cuarto, pero yo era el mayor. Entonces esos dos dijeron: 
“Queremos hacerle una broma al teniente, porque es muy mezquino.” Las mochilas ya estaban 


listas para salir. 
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Uno de los dos compafieros tenia la olla para usar en el campo. Entonces, uno de ellos hizo un 
pequefio atado de lefia y lo metio en la olla. Yo les dije que no lo hicieran, porque yo tenia turno 
de servicio de cuarto y me iban a culpar a mie ibaa ser castigado. Pero los otros dos dijeron: “j;No 
mas diga que nosotros lo hicimos!” Dicho y hecho, esa noche cuando estabamos en el 
campamento, se usaron las ollas y el atado de lefia se descubrié. La pregunta salid del teniente: 
“;Quién lo hizo?” Nosotros dijimos: “El Obermann lo ha ordenado.” *’ Casi se lo creyeron, pero el 
Primer Teniente y el Capitan se involucraron y preguntaron: “;Quién tenia turno de servicio de 


cuarto?” Naturalmente, yo me adelanté. Pero entonces tuve que decir que mis compafieros lo 


4 Wirttemberg es un estado en el suroeste de Alemania 

* Vormund se puede interpretar como custodio, guardian, apoderado, tutor. ;Por qué necesitaba uno? 

© Esta oracion no esta muy clara y no tiene mucho sentido. Sin embargo, es lo que esta escrito aqui. 

37 Obermann quiere decir supervisor, encargado. Esta palabra no parece haber usado dentro de los militares hasta la 
época de los Nazis 
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habian hecho. Como castigo, tuvieron que hacer ejercicios muy duros con las mochilas en las 


espaldas por un buen rato, mientras el resto marchaba sin ellas. 


El mismo teniente a quien le hicieron el chiste con el atadito de lefia en la olla para usar en el 
campo habia recibido un pequeno barril de vino. El no dejaba que nadie lo probara y no lo queria 
compartir con nadie. Un domingo por la tarde, yo y otros 5 0 6 companieros, incluso el 
Obermann, descubrimos el barrilito bajo la cama del compafiero. Nos tomamos todo el vino y el 
barril qued6 vacio. En la noche, cuando el companero regresd, quiso saber quién se habia tomado 
todo el vino. Le dijimos: “Pues mira, parece que se ha derramado todo.” Y para aparentar que se 
habia derramado todo, los que tomamos el vino habiamos desparramado agua alrededor del barril. 
Eventualmente, el Obermann se metio en el asunto y afirm6 que el vino se habia derramado todo. 


Y lo amo al compafiero burro y le dijo que deberia cerrar mejor el barril la proxima vez. 


Después que el apoderado me pag6 el dinero para que me dieran de baja del ejército, entonces 
consegui los documentos requeridos para la inmigracion, recibi el dinero necesario para el viaje y 
me encaminé hacia Strasbourg.”** Antes de que me volviera soldado, mi apoderado me escribia de 
vez en cuando o me mandaba cartas de mis hermanos. Habia dos de ellos en la Argentina y me 
aconsejaban que me fuera para alla. Con esto en mente y estando de muy buenos espiritus, le dije 
a mi apoderado que no estaba muy interesado en ir a América, salvo que todos los Stiefels se 
emigraran y sdlo los perezosos se quedaran atras. Estos comentarios no fueron muy bien recibidos, 


naturalmente. 
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En Strasbourg, conoci y llegué a un acuerdo con un agente llamado Vogel y le entregué una 
cantidad para pagar el viaje a Buenos Ayres.” Pero, de todos modos, para el viaje de Strasbourg a 
La Habra tuve que pagar extra. Pienso que fue un error y que hubiera sido mejor pagar por todo el 
viaje al mismo tiempo. (Todo el viaje consistia en ir de Strasbourg a La Habra por Paris y luego 
seguir a Buenos Ayres). No recuerdo cuanto pagué por el viaje transoceanico. El agente Vogel me 
habia dado una tarjeta o boleto (Karte) y me dijo que la pusiera en el sombrero o la levantara bien 
alto en mi mano cuando Ilegara a la estacidn de trenes en Paris y bajara del tren. Asi, alguien me 
recogeria y me llevaria al hotel. Bueno, se me olvid6 y no segui las instrucciones. Como resultado 
tuve que pagar muy caro por un carro para que me Ilevara al hotel porque el conductor del carro 
me dijo que el hotel quedaba muy lejos. Pero, en realidad, no acababa de subir al carro cuando 
llegamos a destino. Después me di cuente de que el hotel estaba justo al otro lado de la calle, en la 
parte de atras de la estacién de trenes. Me quedé solo un dia en Paris, y luego continué a La Habra. 
Habiendo aprendido mi leccién de mantener los ojos y los oidos bien abiertos en vez de mi 


billetera, levanté la tarjeta bien alta cuando llegué a La Habra. De alli en adelante, todo salié sin 


38 Una ciudad en Alsacia, Francia 
» Asi esta escrito 
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problemas. En La Habra tuve que esperar 8 dias antes de que saliera el barco a vela donde iria a 
viajar. Yo no sabia si habia barcos a vapor que salieran para Buenos Ayres. Otra vez, alli tuve que 
pagar extra por la comida y el alojamiento. Ya sé que mucha gente pagaba todos los gastos de tren, 
alojamiento, comida y el barco por adelantado al agente, y pienso que eso hubiera sido mas 
conveniente. Por otro lado, pienso que haciéndolo de esta manera me hizo sentir mas 


independiente y refinado. 


En La Habra, un hombre en la calle me pregunté si queria conocer a Stadt Stuttgart.*” Claro, el 
hombre era un empleado de una posada llamada Stuttgart. Por la tarde, decidi ir a la posada. Era 
una posada donde muchos inmigrantes se juntaban, que estaban inmigrando para América del 


Norte. Siendo yo de Suabia, tenia curiosidad en ver a Stuttgart en La Habra. 


En diciembre 19, 1861 el barco a vela partié de La Habra. jSe Ilamaba Pondichiry?*!. El nombre 
del Capitan era Beduchaud. Habia solo dos pasajeros en el barco: yo y un perro Greyhound 
(galgo). El barco consistia en 15-16 marineros, timoneadores y un primer y segundo capitanes. El 
Capitan sdlo hablaba dos palabras en aleman Vater y Mutter (padre y madre) y yo no hablaba nada 
de francés. 
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Pero siendo yo joven y aunque no muy buen aprendiz, aprendi rapido y pronto nos podiamos 


entender. El resto de la tripulacién también sdlo hablaba francés. 


El barco finalmente esta en camino. El viento estaba muy fuerte y el mar muy agitado y me 
enfermé el primer dia, muy mareado. No era muy serio y en unos dias me compuse y empecé a 
disfrutar de la comida que habia traido siguiendo los consejos del hotelero de La Habra. Lo mas 
util fue una canasta de manzanas que me duraron hasta que llegamos a Montevideo. También traia 
una buena salchicha y una lengua ahumada, 2 botellas de Cognac, azticar y limones para hacer 
Punsch *’en el barco hasta llegar a Buenos Ayres. En realidad, esto no se necesitaba porque la 
comida del barco era muy buena. Y claro, bebi y comi demasiado, con gusto, incluyendo el Punsch 
y algunos cigarros e inteligentemente me enfermé mucho del estomago. Y ahora si realmente me 
descompuse por muchos dias. El Capitan me consol6 y me dijo que todo esto era temporario, pero 
me senti miserable como por toda la mitad del viaje. Esto se debié a que la comida y las bebidas en 
el barco eran muy buenas; si no el mareo hubiera sido mas corto. Ya no pude fumar cigarros por el 
resto del viaje, aunque estaba acostumbrado a fumar antes. También probé mi pipa, pero esto fue 
mucho peor. Asi que regalé todo mi tabaco a uno de los marineros. Como dije antes, la comida era 


muy buena. Todos los dias teniamos pan fresco, y también muchos pollos para comer. Ademas, 


* La ciudad de Stuttgart 

*' Probablemente se escribe Pondicherry. Habia un barco velero con este nombre entre 1850 y 1860 pero hay poca 
informacidn sobre ese barco. 

” Es la palabra en aleman del inglés “punch” o sea coctel. 
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dos cerdos fueron carneados. Con el café de la mafiana, nos servian ron. Yo juntaba el ron en una 
botella y se lo regalaba a los marineros. Al mediodia y en la cena servian vino, para la tripulacién 
también, incluyendo ron. Habia mucha comida, arvejas, porotos, tocino, carne salada y algo que 
parecia ser manteca. Durante los dias calmos, todos nos sentabamos en la cubierta con platos de 
madera. Yo cambiaba con los marineros las zwieback*’ por el pan fresco porque siempre me 


parecidé muy sabroso. 
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La tripulacién tomaba agua destilada del agua del mar; habia una maquina muy grande en la 
cocina. El Capitan y los oficiales tomaban agua dulce. Poco a poquito me hice amigo de todos en 
el barco y el Capitan me mostraba toda su ropa interior que su esposa le entregaba muy bien 


doblada y limpia. El estaba muy orgulloso de su esposa que era de Schttstadt, segtin me dijo. 


Un dia, los ayudantes del barco (habia dos) trajeron el café. Uno de ellos le eché café muy caliente 
al perro Greyhound que aull6é horriblemente. Cuando el Capitan le pregunt6 a los ayudantes: 
“jQué le paso al perro?” Ellos le contestaron: “El Aleman debe haberle hecho algo”. Entonces el 
Capitan me pregunto que realmente habia pasado con el perro y le dije que uno de los ayudantes 
le habia echado café. El Capitan agarré al muchacho del brazo y le dio una buena paliza con un 
pedazo de soga. Y luego lo hizo arrodillarse por mucho tiempo en un banco en la cubierta del 


barco. 


Yo les ayudaba a los marineros a ajustar las sogas para enderezar las velas y esto era mucho trabajo, 
por lo menos es lo que me parecia. Con las velas grandes, todos tenian que ayudar, inclusive el 
Capitan. Los marineros se divertian mucho a costa mia si me podian convencer que hiciera algo. 
Un dia me desafiaron a que subiera al mastil grande. Era un barco de tres mastiles. Pero los 
sorprendi cuando me trepé hasta arriba de todo. Era muy agradable estar en la canasta meciéndose 
con el mar calmado. El Capitan fue notificado y llam6 “al aleman” y me dio un sermon y me dijo 


que no podia tolerar tal comportamiento. 


También, veia a los marineros que caminaban en las sogas en la parte de afuera del barco. Un dia, 
agarré una cana de pescar con una linea muy fuerte y me fui hasta la proa del barco, y me por las 
cadenas y sogas bajé hasta tocar el agua. Me paré en una cadena 0 soga y me detuve en la soga con 
una mano y con la cafia de pescar en la otra. El Capitan me vio y me llam6 a que subiera a la 
cubierta y me dijo que no hiciera eso nunca mas. Me explicéd que, si un pescado grande hubiera 


mordido el anzuelo, me podia haber tirado al mar. 
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® Son galletitas dulces y duritas como tostadas, yo creo como las galletitas Canale. Zwieback quiere decir horneado dos 
veces, asi que no sabemos exactamente que es. 
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Bajar un bote salvavidas y aminorar la velocidad del barco no era muy facil en el mar. Yo entendi 
lo que me dijo el Capitan y segui su consejo. Pero, arriba en la canasta del mastil era tan agradable 


estar, que me dejaban quedarme cuando el mar estaba calmado y hacia buen tiempo. 


El barco tenia tres mastiles y durante dos dias no hubo viento y eso era muy aburrido. Al principio, 
era divertido ver el mar calmado, pero después uno esperaba un poco de viento. Uno miraba las 
velas a ver si se movian con un poquito de viento y que alegria cuando el barco comenzaba a 
moverse otra vez. Luego, durante dos dias y dos noches tuvimos una tormenta horrible. Me 
acuerdo de que la tripulacién tenia caras preocupadas y no querian divertirse mas. Una vez el 
barco se sacudidé tanto que tiré a cinco o seis de nosotros contra una pared y ese lado se llené de 
agua y nos mojamos todos. Entonces yo me meti en mi camarote. Los marineros ya no se reian 
porque creo que la situacién era grave. El barco se sacudia y rechinaba como si se fuera a romper. 
Si uno estaba en la cama, habia que agarrarse de manos y pies, sino se caia. Uno no podia 
descansar y no se podia dormir y eso te descontrolaba. Y siendo sacudido de un lado a otro no era 
muy divertido. Por fin, pasé la tormenta y con vientos fuertes navegamos a buena velocidad. 
Ademias de la tormenta, tuvimos buenos vientos y el cruce fue bastante rapido. Una vez durante la 
madrugada como a | 0 2 de la mafiana, hubo un gran espectaculo. Todo el barco se estaba 
sacudiendo y rechinando y todos saltamos a cubierta, incluyendo yo, por supuesto. Lo que pasaba 
es que casi nos chocamos con otro barco velero. Por suerte, los barcos apenas se habian rozado, 
aunque hubo bastante dafio: algunas velas rajadas y algunas vigas rotas. Los dos capitanes de los 
barcos agarraron sus megafonos y se insultaron con muchas malas palabras. No sé cémo los barcos 
casi se chocan o quien fue culpable, pero luego el Capitan acusé a un marinero, un hombre joven, 
que era encargado de hacer la guardia en la proa del barco. Lo regafié mucho y escuché que, como 


castigo, le iban a reducir su sueldo. 
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Finalmente, el viaje llega rapidamente a su fin. El barco pasa primero por Montevideo donde 
vimos primero el Cerro”, por supuesto, y también la ciudad muy claramente. Con mucho 
entusiasmo y demasiada esperanza mirabamos a este pais extranjero que era América. Cuanto 
tiempo nos quedaba para llegar a Buenos Ayres no recuerdo, pero en nomas de un dia, con buen 
viento y clima, vimos algunas islas que apenas sobresalian del agua y por fin vimos a Buenos Ayres, 
tierra verde, arboles verdes, después de tan largo viaje, un puro paraiso. Nuestro barco se tuvo que 
anclar lejos porque no habia muelles todavia. Entonces un barquero nos llevé al Capitan y a mi a 
tierra. Nadie me estaba esperando porque nadie sabia cuando llegaria. Entonces me despedi del 
Capitan y el barquero me acompafio porque queria que le pagara, pero no me pude comunicar 


con él. Entonces, fuimos a un negocio donde un joven hablaba aleman y asi le pude pagar. 


44 No sabemos a qué se refiere, exactamente 


57 


Yo tenia un tio en Buenos Aires que tenia una panaderia a vapor y una fabrica de tinturas. Me 
habian conseguido su direccién en Alemania, pero desgraciadamente se me habia olvidado en 
algun lado. Cuando llevé mi pasaporte para la inmigracién al consulado Argentino en La Habra 
para que me dieran el visto bueno, estaba un empleado que habia estado en Buenos Ayres antes y 
conocia la ciudad muy bien. Le dije que tenia un pariente alli pero que habia perdido la direccion 
y cuando mencioné su nombre me dijo que lo conocia bien, pero que no sabia exactamente donde 
vivia. Entonces, me dio la direccién de una familia alemana y dijo que ese hombre sabia donde 
vivia. Este aleman que me ayudo con el barquero a quien le tenia que pagar, me conecté con 
alguien que me llevé a una pension alemana en la calle México. Habia unas cuantas lindas 
senoritas, quizas hijas, y al otro dia el sefior de la casa me acompafio para ver a mi tio, en la calle 
Defensa, quien sabia que yo vendria probablemente por medio de mis hermanos. Mi tio agradecié 


al sehor 
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por ser tan amable en acompafiarme y después me pregunté como habia llegado a la pension. Le 
dije que no me quedaria en ese lugar y mas tarde mandé recoger mi maleta de la pensién. Le dije 
que habia perdido u olvidado su direccién en algtiin lado y cémo el empleado del Consulado 
Argentino en La Habra me habia dado esa direccién porque ese sefior sabia donde vivia. Le dije el 


nombre del hombre y mi tio dijo: “Se entiende entonces.” 


Aunque mi tio queria que me quedara alli, me quedé sdlo unos dias en Buenos Ayres, por eso no 
puedo escribir nada de Buenos Ayres. Mis hermanos vivian como a 30 horas o 150 km de Buenos 
Ayres, en una estancia llamada Concordia. Tenian ovejas y alquilaban la tierra. Yo podia llegar en 
la carreta del correo hasta unas 9 horas 0 45 km donde habia un lugar donde pernoctar. De alli 
debia seguir a caballo el resto del viaje. La carreta de correo me llevé hasta Magdalena, un pequefio 
pueblo al sudoeste de Buenos Ayres, y como yo no sabia castellano todavia, mi tio le dio una carta 
al cartero y ademas hablo con él para que me cuidara durante el viaje. Ahora ya estabamos en 
camino, 4-5 caballos de tiro, todos galopando, a campo traviesa, a veces en una huella y otras veces 
no, pero el terreno era muy parejo. Todos los caballos estaban ensillados y (...) con un cinturén de 
cuero delante * y una cincha de donde tiraban. Ademas, habia caballos montados con un jinete 
que tenia un latigo muy fuerte. De esta manera podia tirar cargas muy pesadas, aunque no tan 
bien como podrian haberlo hecho con el pecho, pero todos los caballos que tiraban las carretas 
estaban ensillados de esta manera, especialmente en Buenos Ayres, donde las cargas se llevaban del 
muelle hacia la ciudad, muy empinada, solo carretas de dos ruedas por toda la ciudad. Para las 
distancias mas largas, en el campo, se usaban carretas de dos ruedas tiradas por bueyes, las ruedas 
tan altas como un hombre, pero todas de madera, ni un clavo de metal. Bueno, como dije, ibamos 


al galope, pero cada 12-15 km habia una posta de correo donde otros caballos estaban listos; los 


*® Creo que se refiere a un petral 
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cansados se desensillaban, se revolcaban en la tierra, cubiertos de sudor, y se los dejaba que 


comieran, hasta que los tuvieran que usar de nuevo. 
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Tenian caballos muy ariscos también, pero los jinetes los podian dominar, muy ajustada la cincha, 
todos los caballos tiraban de un sdlo lado de la cincha, pero si corcoveaban, el jinete no se caia. Si 
no van derecho, van de lado. El terreno es muy parejo, y eventualmente van en la direccién que el 
jinete quiere que vayan, y seguiamos hasta la préxima posta, donde otros caballos estaban listos. 
Estas postas a veces eran en estancias y a veces eran unas casuchas miserables con unos cuantos 
gauchos o puesteros. Una vez, en una posta, vi a dos gordos y panzones estancieros, sentados en 
cabezas de bueyes, por supuesto, los huesos ya estaban blanqueados por el sol; cada uno tenia un 
enorme cuchillo con un cabo de plata puesto atras en su cinturon, y por supuesto, me parecid muy 
interesante. En medio de los dos, habia un gran asado en una vara, era el costillar de una vaca. 
Entonces, sacaron cada uno sus facones*® y cortaban un pedazo de carne y la comian 
tranquilamente, casi siempre sin pan y sin ningUn otro acompanamiento, asi, que como se 
imaginan, consumian mucha cantidad de carne. Algunas veces, la gente comia zwieback *’junto 
con la carne, o farifia, una harina gruesa, como avena, que se cocinaba con el jugo de la carne 
mientras se asaba. La grasa de arriba se quitaba, se ponia un poco de sal y picante, y se espesaba. 
Esa harina era importada de Brasil o Paraguay. El caldo con carne adentro era raro; el caldo se 
bebia de una taza, o hacian unas cucharas con los cuernos de las vacas. Esta farifia se hace de la 


mandioca. 


Finalmente, llegamos al pueblito de Magdalena, al atardecer, pero todavia con luz. La carreta de 
correos de llevé a una fonda. El duefio era francés, pero hablaba Padua, pero me pude comunicar 
con él. Me dijo que habia un aleman que vivia en el pueblo y me mostro el camino a su casa en las 
afueras del pueblo. Me dijo ademas que este hombre tenia un hijo. La casa estaba en un jardin, 
pero tenia una gran fosa alrededor donde estaba la puerta de entrada, porque no queria tener 


contacto con la gente, especialmente con los nativos, a quienes odiaba. Lo saludé y 
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le pregunté si queria ver mi carta, porque mencionaba donde vivian mis hermanos, pero fue muy 
grosero y tosco y me dijo que no leia el castellano. Le dije los nombres de mis hermanos y que 
vivian no muy lejos, como a 8-9 horas a lo sumo. En una zona tan poco poblada es posible conocer 
a la gente alrededor, aunque sea de nombre, pero aparentemente no los conocia y me eché con las 
siguientes palabras: “;Por qué andas dando tantas vueltas por el mundo, estas complemente 


perdido?” Le dije que la carta mencionaba donde vivian y que no estaba perdido y entonces le 


“© Lo escribié en castellano 
“7 No sabemos qué clase de galletas 0 galletitas serian. A lo mejor eran tortillas al recoldo 
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pregunté por su hijo, pero él no sabia o no queria saber dénde estaba. Entonces, me fui camino a 
la fonda y en el camino encontré un joven alto y rubio que pensé que seria el hijo del aleman. Me 
miro y me pregunto si yo era el hermano de los hermanos Stiefel. Cuando le respondi 
afirmativamente, me dijo que eran sus amigos y que le habian dicho que estaban esperando a su 
hermano. Todavia me quedaban como 9 horas a caballo hasta donde estaban mis hermanos. Dijo 
que me prestaria un caballo y me acompaniaria. Luego me pregunto si sabia andar a caballo y le dije 
que habia andado en Alemania unas pocas veces. Me dijo que no era suficiente; 35 km eran 
demasiados para un principiante. Le dije que habia oido que en la fonda estaba una carreta con 
caballos que pasaria por la casa de mis hermanos. Me acompafo a la fonda y supimos que uno de 
los vecinos de mi hermano pasaria por la casa de mi hermano al otro dia. Esto resolvio mi 
problema de como llegar y asi pasé. Estos alemanes, padre y dos hijos, mas tarde tuvieron un 
negocio muy grande en Buenos Ayres, una fundicion de hierro y cosas relacionadas con esa 
industria, un gran negocio y se hicieron muy ricos. El padre era de Berlin y creo que los hijos 
también. Mas tarde, el padre vivia con sus hijos en Buenos Ayres, pero no queria vivir con ellos. 


Por mucho tiempo, 
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queria quedarse en su propiedad en Magdalena, pero no podia cuidarse a si mismo. El negocio 


todavia existe en Buenos Ayres, pero uno de los hermanos muri. 


Al dia siguiente, iniciamos el viaje en la carreta; ibamos el duefio de la carreta, una mujer negra 
que habia sido contratada por una estancia como cocinera y yo. Casi todo el viaje ibamos a campo 
traviesa, sin huella o camino; la carreta no tenia amortiguadores, y para mi, que no estaba 
acostumbrado, era muy incdémodo, con los caballos siempre trotando. En camino, comimos lo que 
yo traia, pan y otras cosas. Todavia con luz, llegamos a Concordia. Uno de mis hermanos vivia a 
una hora de distancia; estaba casado;** mi otro hermano, Teofilo vivia como media hora de 
aquel.”” Paramos en la estancia, donde la cocinera se quedaba. Alli nos sirvieron Mate té y 
Paraguay té. La taza de donde se toma el té, es la parte de afuera de una calabaza, de las que no se 
comen. Era tan grande como un pun; le sacan lo de adentro, la limpian y le echan agua hirviendo 
un par de veces. También se pueden decorar con plata, y te dan un tubo de plata para tomar el té. 
Llenas la taza de Yerba mate, pero no hasta arriba, agregas un poquito de azucar, las Ilenas de agua 
caliente sin que haya hervido, y lo tomas con el tubo. Y si hay 5-6 personas, se lo sirven usando la 
misma taza y el mismo tubo. Se lo sirven a uno tras otro por 3-4 veces. Y cada vez, le agregan agua 
caliente, un poquito de azticar y probablemente un poquito de Yerba nueva, y le sacan un poquito 
de la usada. Tienes que terminar la taza cada vez, si no se considera descortés. El tubo también 
puede estar hecho de lata. Las gentes ricas tienen sirvientas que te lo ceban, pero también puede 


ser una hija. Después del té nos sirvieron un vaso de Anis y un cigarrillo, que ya estaba prendido, 


‘8 Este debe ser Johann Georg Stiefel 
* Este es Gottlieb Stiefel 
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probablemente por una de las hijas. En las casas de la gente pobre, el té es mejor cuando es 
hervido en una olla, como el té chino. En la estancia, me ofrecieron servirme té, pero al principio 
yo creia que era una pipa de tabaco y no lo acepté, pero luego, en casa de mis hermanos, lo 


tomamos y me gusto. 
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Luego, pasamos por la casa de mi hermano, el que estaba casado, pero no sé por qué no paramos 
alli y seguimos para ver a mi hermano Teofilo. El (el duefio de la carreta) le dijo: “Aqui te traigo a 
tu hermano”. Por supuesto, él no me habia visto en 10 afios, y yo ahora tenia bigote. El era mayor 
que yo, y poco a poco empezamos a revivir recuerdos. A la otra mafiana, fuimos a ver a mi otro 
hermano, el casado, a caballo. Ellos ya tenian tres hijos. Tedfilo queria que me quedara con él, y 
asi lo hice, y todos los dias nos ibamos de una casa a la otra a caballo. Después de un tiempo, 
conoci a un hombre de Hamburgo, que habia sido contador en una compafia muy grande en 
Buenos Ayres, pero ahora andaba dando vueltas en el campo y trabajando en lo que encontraba. 
Me propuso que comenzaramos un negocio, cavando zanjas y pozos y construyendo casas. Por 
supuesto los establos habian sido construidos sin techo. Teniamos una carreta y andabamos varias 
horas hasta una laguna, donde cortabamos paja para cubrir los techos. Hicimos contactos para 
construir un rancho, cavar un aljibe, y construir un corral para ovejas, naturalmente sin techo, 
pero con todo lo necesario para los pastores. Las majadas de ovejas llegaban a 1000-2000 animales, 
asi que ganabamos muy buen dinero. No habia ninguna otra clase de trabajo en la zona mas que 
cuidar ovejas. Para las vacas y los caballos no habia suficientes jinetes. Por las noches, dormiamos 
donde estabamos trabajando y construyendo. Normalmente, no habia ninguna otra casa en un 
area de 2-3 horas alrededor. Normalmente, recibiamos la carne de la persona a quien le haciamos 
el trabajo. Si vivia demasiado lejos, le podiamos pedir la carne a otro rancho o estanciero que 
tuviera ovejas. Era gratis y siempre [levabamos un poco de sal con nosotros. Uno llevaba consigo 
Yerba o Paraguay té en una maleta”’ en el caballo. Y una pequefia tetera *'que uno colgaba de la 
cincha de la montura’’. Mientras las construcciones se terminaban, uno podia usar el agua de la 
laguna para el té y para tomar, después de todo era agua de lluvia y estaba limpia, siempre y cuando 
el ganado (en este caso, las ovejas) no se metieran al agua; y ademas para el té se usaba caliente. El 
asador de vara para el asado lo podiamos hacer nosotros de 2-3 pedazos del alambre que se usaba 


para los corrales y edificios. 
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Por la noche, dormiamos sobre las cobijas de las monturas; las monturas de la gente de campo de 


Argentina se usaban como una almohada, pero hacia falta un abrigo con que cubrirse. De vez en 


© Lo escribe en castellano 

*! Se referiria a una pava, pero lo escribieron y lo tradujeron asi 

* Cuando dice montura, me imagino que sera apero o recado, pero como lo dijo en aleman y no en castellano no 
estamos seguros a que se refiere. 
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cuando, uno podia agarrar un cordero y llevarselo; lo matabas primero, lo subias al anca del 
caballo y galopando fuerte podias llegar lejos muy rapido. El cuero del cordero se usaba para 
dormir también. Era un gran problema, cuando no traiamos perros con nosotros, los zorros eran 
atraidos por el olor a la carne y nos llevaban el asador junto con la carne que quedaba. Después 
encontrabamos al asador en alguna cueva de Biscacho”’. Este es un animal, que vive en cuevas, casi 
del tamafio de un zorro, pero no parecido, pero que viven de pasto y raices. Algunas veces, los 


zorros tironeaban de los cueros de ovejas con los que uno se cubria los pies, durante la noche. 


No se necesitaban muchas herramientas, un azad6n, una pala y un pico si la tierra donde teniamos 
que cavar era muy dura; unos cuantos cueros, con un cuchillo cortabamos unos tientos para atar la 
paja al techo. Habia muchas cosas que atar en un rancho, un techo bien cubierto puede durar 
hasta 10 afios casi siempre. A los caballos los atabamos con lazos hechos con esos tientos de 10-12 
metros de largo, para que pudieran comer. Algunas veces, habia que cambiarlos de lugar, al agua la 


tomaban de la laguna. 


Hicimos este trabajo durante mas 0 menos un afio; aparte, estaba viviendo con mi hermano 
Teofilo. Después estuve solo pastoreando una majada de ovejas, en un rancho que pertenecia a 
una estancia. Antes que yo, una India vieja estaba cuidando las ovejas. Me daban un sueldo 
mensual, tenia suficiente carne, no mas tenia que carnear un cordero de la majada, y agregarle un 
poco de sal y Paraguay té. También tenia un perro grande blanco que la India vieja me habia 
dejado y se llamaba Federico. Cuando habia que carnear un cordero, uno tenia que hacerlo en el 
piso, no habia ningun artefacto para colgar nada, por eso, un dia, mientras yo estaba cortando el 
cuero de la panza de un cordero, el perro estaba parado enfrente y como yo era un poco torpe 
todavia, se me escap6 el cuchillo y fue directo a la panza del perro. Un poco después murid. Yo se 
lo dije al capataz de la estancia al que pertenecia el puesto (rancho), pero como yo hablaba muy 
poquito castellano, él entendidé que el perro habia matado a la oveja y dijo que matar al perro era 


lo justo. 
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Uno tenia 5 caballos para cuidar las ovejas y una yegua a la que los caballos estaban 
acostumbrados”*. Se quedaban sueltos alrededor, pero de vez en cuando tenia que irlos a buscar 
mas lejos, cuando se perdian debido al viento, al clima, 0 a los mosquitos. Siempre se tenia un 
caballo ensillado en la casa, y por la noche se lo ataba con una soga larga para que comiera. Cada 
2-3 dias, o a veces todos los dias, se los hacia correr a los caballos un poco y después se cambiaba 
por otro. Solamente cuando el tiempo estaba malo, con lluvia y viento, uno cabalgaba hasta las 
majadas para moverlas mas cerca del rancho para que no se mezclaran con las majadas de los 


vecinos. Como a media hora de distancia habia otro rancho con ovejas. Cuando el tiempo estaba 


°3 Asi escribe vizcacha 
4 Yegua madrina? 
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lindo y el pasto muy bueno, sdlo tenia que ir 2-3 veces por dia y acercarlas al rancho poco a poco, 
pero a veces, se iban por la mafiana y volvian solitas a la tarde. Después de mas 0 menos medio 
ano, compré la misma majada de ovejas y alquilé el mismo pedazo de tierra. Era una majada de 
1500 ovejas muy buenas. Mi vecino, el que estaba como a media hora de camino, era un joven 
argentino de mi misma edad, pero muy dispuesto a todo tipo de picardias 0 artimafias. Estabamos 
juntos todos los dias y de él aprendi castellano, también muchas trucos y astucias, pero 
principalmente como cocinar, como preparar y servir el asado en vara y como hacer Paraguay té. 
También como prepara la farifia, ya sea espesada con caldo grasoso, o poniendo en una sartén una 
buena grasa, calentandola, dorando unas cebollas, agregando un poquito de agua, un poco de 
picante”’ y sal, y luego mezclando todo en el sartén, pero sacandolo del fuego primero para que no 
se cocine mas para que quede como un amasijo espeso. Quedaba muy rica con el asado en vara o 
con carne o con bifes. Primero, yo no podia preparar la farifia muy bien, la cocinaba y no quedaba 
bien, y si le agregaba unos huevos quedaba peor. Entonces mi amigo y vecino Carlos me mostré 
cémo hacerlo y recién entonces tuvo buen gusto. Pocas veces teniamos zwieback”’, a veces un 
poquito de arroz en la sopa. Las ollas consistian en una olla para cocinar carne, una vara para 
hacer el asado, una pava, una cuchara, un cuchillo, que de todos modos habia que tener, una taza 
de latén y un tazon de latén. 


En las mafianas, no podia uno dejar que las ovejas salieran temprano, solamente cuando el sol 


estaba alto. 
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Por eso, en general no dejaba que las ovejas salieran temprano, y después que las dejaba salir y que 
pensaba a donde ir a caballo, hacia un fuego con palos de cardo muy secos, ponia la pava con agua 
junto al fuego, ponia carne a asar en la vara, me sentaba en una cabeza de vaca y despacio tomaba 
mate amargo, porque en la provincia de Buenos Ayres, entonces, se tomaba mate sin azticar. 
Después, uno comia el asado y unas tazas mas de mate amargo, para el estribo’’, entonces ensillaba 
el caballo y se iba. Entonces, uno llevaba a las ovejas al lugar adonde a ellas les gustaba. Por las 
tardes, uno ya las encontraba de regreso a casa. Algunas veces, yo llegaba tarde a casa, yendo y 
viniendo a ver mis hermanos, quienes vivian como a 10 km. Por supuesto, siempre tenia dos 
perros, no ovejeros alemanes, porque no los habia por ahi entonces. Eran perros ordinarios; por 
supuesto, no se quedaban en casa cuando me iba, aunque se suponia que eran perros caseros. 
Cuando no volvia a casa por las noches, se quedaban conmigo. Por supuesto, estas excursiones 
tenian sus desventajas, porque, asi como a mi me gustaba pasear, también a mi amigo Carlos le 
gustaba irse y entonces las majadas se nos mezclaban. Por la tarde, generalmente se dividian y cada 


una se iba a su casa, pero siempre habia una docena o mas que habia que repartir cuando volvian. 


* A que picante se refiere, no sabemos 
°° Otra vez, no sabemos a qué se refiere exactamente 
*” Lo escribe en castellano 


63 


También invitabamos a otros vecinos a que buscaran las ovejas que se les habian perdido. Las 
ovejas estaban marcadas con marcas en las orejas para poder reconocerlas. Por supuesto, siempre se 
consideraba una vergtienza cuando se mezclaban muy seguido y habia que separar a muchas. Una 
vez, la majada de Carlos llegs muy cerca de mi rancho al mediodia, lo que pasaba frecuentemente 
porque le gustaba pasearse a caballo muy seguido. Durante el verano, al mediodia, las ovejas se 
juntaban en grupos para dormir la siesta. Para hacerle una broma, y para que se quedara en su casa 
mas seguido y yo pudiera salir, agarré un cordero negro de su majada, el Unico cordero negro que 
tenia, lo degollé, lo subi a mi caballo, lo llevé a mi casa, lo cueree, y enterré el cuero para que no lo 


encontrara. La carne en si, no era sospechosa, porque carnedbamos cada 4-5 dias. 
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Al otro dia, llegd todo alborotado porque su cordero negro no aparecia. Cuando le dijo que no 
sabia nada, me invitd a que fuéramos junto con los otros vecinos a ver si el cordero se habia 
perdido alla. Tenia que ser mas de uno, porque generalmente no se pierden solos. No se podia 
revisar todo el campo tampoco, porque habia cardos tan altos como un jinete a caballo. Por 
supuesto, no encontramos nada en las otras majadas. A la otra mafiana, contamos su majada y 
faltaban algunas ovejas, siempre algunas se quedaban con algun vecino. Entonces, sus sospechas 
recayeron en un vecino, un espafiol, que tenia la reputacién de que nunca carneaba sus propias 
ovejas. La carne era casi la Unica y mas barata comida que teniamos, y el asado en vara es la mas 


saludable y sabrosa de todas las carnes, atin si se prepara con las nuevas maneras de cocinar. 


De todos modos, desde que le jugué esta broma a mi vecino, él se quedo en casa mas seguido y yo 
pude salir mas a pasear en mi caballo y todavia seguimos siendo muy buenos amigos. Saliamos a 
caballo a la media mafiana y corriamos carreras para ver cual caballo era mas rapido. El tenia 5 0 6 
caballos. Cuando yo compré las ovejas, al principio, tuve que comprar mis propios caballos. 
Generalmente, él ganaba las carreras, atin si mi caballo era mas ligero. Estos gauchos ya saben 
montar caballos atin antes de nacer. A caballo, en el vientre de la madre antes de nacer, y después 
de nacer con la madre y a veces con dos 0 tres hijos, y luego solos tan pronto como puedan subirse 
al caballo, generalmente cuando tienen tres afios. Y en cuanto varios chicos se juntan corren 
carreras tan rapido cémo pueden los caballos, y mas adelante con las vacas salvajes y los caballos, el 
jinete tiene que ser muy diestro y firme en la montura, y los caballos tienen que ser muy diestros, 
mansos, y faciles de manejar. No se necesitan caballos de tiro para hacer eso; muchas veces, no 


tenian ninguno en las estancias. 


Y si habia como cientos de personas, cada uno andaba en su propio caballo, hombres 0 mujeres, 


aun cuando la distancia era de 100-200 km. Iban a una boda, 
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bautismo o funeral. Por supuesto, los muertos se enterraban, primero en un lugar cercano, los 
primeros afios, adonde estaban viviendo; varios afios después, escavaban los restos, los ponian en 
una maleta,”® los subian a un caballo y salia toda la caravana, acompafiada por amigos, parientes y 
conocidos, e iban como 30-40 horas hasta algin pequefio pueblo. Alli, se enterraban los restos en 
un campo santo; por supuesto, habia que pagarle al cura, nada era gratis. Si uno no tenia dinero, 
el cura aceptaba un cuchillo con mango de plata, un estribo de plata, o alguna otra cosa de plata de 
la montura, 0 uno o dos buenos caballos de montar, que en aquel entonces no eran muy caros. 
Para la misa, él aceptaba vacas, bueyes, ovejas o lana. Estos curas vivian una vida muy agradable. 
Como en todos lados, por supuesto, alli estaban las mas hermosas mujeres, los mas devotos 
religiosos y los mas puntuales penitentes, y una bella cocinera para abrir el apetito, sin los cuales 
un cura catélico no puede vivir, asi que una organizada ayuda femenina siempre tenia que tener en 


Casa. 


Bueno, yo ya tenia mi propia majada de ovejas, mis perros, mis caballos y mi propio rancho.” 
Generalmente, mi amigo vivia conmigo (con el que cavaba pozos y construia casas, el antiguo 
contador); él trabajaba en cualquier trabajo en los alrededores y si no tenia trabajo o no queria 
trabajar, vivia conmigo. La comida era gratis y podia dormir en su montura. Haciamos largas = [4 
excursiones, los caballos estaban siempre disponibles, el campo del vecino era como 30 horas 

de grande®, contiguo al mar.°' En este campo vivia solo un gaucho. Hacia la costa del mar, como a 
15 km, habia bosques de talas y satico silvestre y muchas clases de arboles que no recuerdo su 
nombre. Por alli andabamos a caballo, algunas veces nos ibamos hasta 8 dias; con buen tiempo y 
muy buena comida, las ovejas no se nos escapaban. Volvian por las tardes y se echaban cerca del 
corral. Las ovejas estaban entrenadas y acostumbradas a echarse cerca del corral, y si el corral 


estaba barroso por la lluvia, encontraban un lugar cerca que estuviera seco para echarse. 
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Alli, en este campo grande y vacio, habia muchos animales salvajes, avestruces, ciervos, caballos, 
vacas, y atin perros salvajes que se habian escapado de sus duefios y se habian reproducido ahi. 
Ademas, dos clases de armadillos, comestibles y muy ricos, asi que no faltaba comida. La pava y el 
mate, lo llevabamos con nosotros, habia agua en las lagunas, y atin pequefios arroyitos que tenian 
agua potable, aunque era salada. Una vez, cerca del mar, mi amigo llevo su rifle (un viejo fusil) y le 
disparé a algo, mientras yo estaba asando algo de carne y buscando agua para tomar Mate. Oi el 
tiro y enseguida lleg6 mi amigo con el rifle al hombre, y con el cafién colgando. Y entonces le 


pregunté “Heinrich, jqué le hicistes al rifle?” y me contesté “Porqué, que pasa?” Y entonces bajo el 


*8 Lo escribio en castellano 

* A la palabra rancho siempre la escribe en castellano 
® No sé qué quiere decir 

6! En realidad, la desembocadura del Rio de la Plata 
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rifle y se sorprendié de ver que el cafién estaba roto por la mitad. El cafién se habia quebrado con 
el tiro y cuando lo puso al hombre se rompid completamente. Le habia tirado a un ganso, que 
nadaba tranquilamente hacia el mar después del tiro. Asi, que s6lo nos quedaban los cuchillos, 
que era las piezas mas indispensables de tener. Atabamos a los caballos con sogas fuertes, del bozal, 
por supuesto, porque alrededor del pescuezo, se les saldrian. Entonces, la soga se ataba a una mata 
de paja, o uno hacia un agujero como un pie de hondo, ataba la soga alrededor del mango del 
cuchillo, ponia el cuchillo en el agujero y cerraba el agujero firmemente con el pie. Después uno 
ponia la almohada encima, asi aunque el caballo tiraba fuerte no se podia soltar. Por supuesto, si el 
caballo se movia en un circulo, la soga pasaba encima de uno, con lo que te despertabas, pero uno 
solamente tenia que fijarse que el caballo todavia estuviera alli. Una vez, agarramos 2 caballos 
salvajes jovenes como de dos afios alli, pero se amansaron como los otros, y después mi amigo los 
dom6 para montar. El era un gran gaucho; bueno, habia vivido en el campo por varios afios. Era 
muy interesante, cuando veiamos una tropilla de caballos salvajes y corriamos tras ellos, los 
animales, especialmente los mas grandes y mas viejos, con una larga cola y las crines llenas de 


abrojos, 
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galopando, uno detras de otro, en una fila, no amontonados. Corrian, algunas veces entre 
carrizales™ altos y agua, entre cardos altos donde dejaban una pequefia huella, y no se los veia por 
un tiempo, corriendo hacia la linea final, galopando fuerte, con los pescuezos extendidos. 
Solamente si habia animales entre ellos que se les habian escapado a sus duefios y ahora eran 


salvajes, eran mas mafiosos, y se daban vuelta entre los otros si veian jinetes. 


Un inglés, una vez, hizo un trato con el duefio del campo, él le pagaba una pequefia cantidad por 
cada caballo salvaje que capturara, con los menores de dos afios gratis. Pero el inglés también tenia 
muchos gastos porque tenia que construir grandes corrales para agarrar a los caballos, después 
tenian que enlazar cada uno individualmente, tirarlos al suelo y cortar las orejas del caballo por la 
mitad, para que un pedazo colgara y les tapara el oido. Por supuesto, la sangre entraba dentro del 
oido. De este modo, podian arrear los caballos juntos con los mansos por bastante tiempo hasta 
que sanaran. Los arreaban hasta Buenos Ayres, al saladero, donde los mataban, descueraban, y la 
carne se freia o hervia para guardar la grasa. Eran mas o menos 150-160 km hasta Buenos Ayres; 
para agarrar los caballos se necesitaban como 80 jinetes, quienes tenian sus propios caballos, como 
todo gaucho, para ayudar con el ganado o los caballos. Una vez, se les perdié una gran tropilla de 
caballos antes de llegar a Buenos Ayres, y aunque la encontraron, el viaje se demoré mucho. 
Muchos caballos se volvian a sus campos, algunos se acostumbraban a los grupos de caballos 
mansos, pero se escapaban de nuevo, cuando los iban a agarrar y provocaban a otros caballos a que 


se escaparan. No valia la pena el esfuerzo de domarlos, un natural®’ nunca montaria un caballo con 


® Juncos, totoras, carrizos 
% Lugarefo, oriundo 
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la oreja cortada, o tampoco en un caballo con la cola cortada o en una yegua, de ninguna manera. 
Asi que el inglés perdid mucho dinero con su negocio; entonces todo era campo abierto, sin 


alambrados, y habia caballos que se habia regresado a sus campos como a 30-40 horas de distancia 


(150 km). 
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Una familia de una estancia vecina (la estancia se llamaba Todos los Santos) vivia en Buenos Ayres, 
pero de vez en cuando venian de visita por un tiempo corto. Eran dos hijos, dos hijas y la madre. 
Cuando se volvieron se llevaron un montén de caballos, como 12-15; ensillaron uno para cada 
uno, y a los demas, los llevaron arreando delante de ellos. En el camino, iban cambiando caballos y 
arreando los otros; cuando llegaron a Buenos Ayres, esa misma tarde, soltaron a todos los caballos, 
y todos se volvieron a su campo, no exactamente esa misma noche, pero a la siguiente, siempre de 


noche, trotando todo el camino. 


Ahora tengo que decirte que el pastoreo de ovejas no fue muy favorable para mi. Una vez, cuando 
regresé a mi casa, habian entrado a mi rancho y se habian llevado mis mejores ropas y atin las de 
mi amigo. Mas tarde me enteré de que fue un vecino que vivia como 5 km de distancia. También 
carnearon varias de mis ovejas; bueno podria haber perdonado eso, ojo por ojo. Pero llevé algunas 
de mis cosas valiosas que me quedaban a la casa de mi hermano casado, y nunca me volvi un buen 


pastor de ovejas. 


Los grandes robos de ganado sucedieron mucho después. Entonces, los gauchos no necesitaban 
nada, tenian sus caballos con que andar o los de un amigo, hacian sus propias monturas,™ habia 
suficiente carne en el campo, y para ropa les bastaba trabajar un poquito, porque la pieza mas 
importante de ropa era su poncho. Durante el dia, lo metias por la cabeza, y de noche te cubrias 


con este. 


Un afto después que me fui, el campo que estaba despoblado ya tenia gente otra vez. Gente que 
vivia en Buenos Ayres arrendaba partes del campo para las majadas de ovejas. Mi viejo amigo 
Heinrich me dijo que no tuvieron mucha suerte con esto porque muchos perdieron todas sus 
majadas por las inundaciones, probablemente causada por una tormenta. Era un campo muy bajo 
y por eso propenso a las inundaciones. Solo las majadas en los campos mas altos se salvaron de las 


inundaciones. 


Estas fueron mis aventuras en la provincia de Buenos Ayres como cavador de pozos, constructor y 


pastor. 


6 Aperos, recados? 
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En 1865, mucha gente se muda de la provincia de Buenos Aires a la provincia de Santa Fe. El 
campo era barato para comprar o arrendar. Mi hermano soltero” y yo nos fuimos para alla y 
llevamos nuestras majadas; también con un inglés y un aleman que ya tenia tierras alla y estuvo 
dispuesto a arrendarnos parte de su campo. El viaje duré desde principios de febrero hasta 
mediados de Abril. Hicimos una majada de dos, pero fue demasiado, porque ya estaban 
acostumbradas a estar en dos grupos. El inglés tenia una majada y el aleman tenia dos, asi que era 
una larga procesién de ovejas, ya que iban en fila y no en grupo. Llevabamos un capataz con 
nosotros ademas de un habil baqueano, pero este era un gaucho medio borracho y taimado; el 
capataz era un hombre honesto y muy bueno que habia sido empleado por extranjeros por mucho 
tiempo. Teniamos ademas una carreta, cargada con agua, Zwieback, Paraguay” té, azticar, ollas y 


alguna ropa para que los caballos que montabamos no fueran sobrecargados. 


Mi hermano y yo traiamos dos peones®™ con nosotros porque por la noche a las ovejas de cada 
majada habia que alimentarlas por separado. Uno las dejaba comer un poco, y luego se turnaban. 
Durante el dia cada majada se arreaba por separado, todos los caballos eran arreados por el 
baqueano y un peon, y ellos se iban adelante. Una vez nos llevd, a mi y mi hermano dos dias de 
marcha con nuestras ovejas hasta que nos pudimos encontrar con los demas. La primera tarde 
encontramos un rio llamado Samborombon®; lo tuvimos que cruzar por donde el agua no estaba 
tan profunda, para que apenas le llegara a la panza a las ovejas. El rio era muy ancho y 
comenzamos a cruzar. Se hizo de noche y muy oscuro y no habiamos cruzado ni la mitad, paso a 
paso, era una tortura tratar de que siguieran hacia adelante. Al fin las dejamos, y que iban a hacer 
paradas en el agua, no les llevé mucho rato hasta que dieron vuelta y se volvieron para atras hasta 


la orilla, muy rapido. Alli las vigilamos hasta la otra mafiana. 
Pagina 22 


No lejos de alli, vivia un inglés que era conocido de mi hermano. Mi hermano cabalg6 hasta su 
casa para preguntarle cual era la mejor manera de hacer que las ovejas cruzaran el rio. El inglés 
volvid con mi hermano y se trajo dos perros ovejeros escoceses y nos dijo que las ovejas tenian que 
cruzar en la parte mas angosta del rio, aunque fuera profunda. Las llevamos a la parte angosta, que 
no quedaba muy cerca y alli las mantuvimos juntas. Entonces el inglés separd 100-200 de ellas, las 
corrié con sus perros hasta el rio y porque los perros estaban ladrando, las ovejas saltaron al agua y 
nadaron hasta la otra orilla. Cuando esa parte de las ovejas habia terminado de cruzar, volvid con 


® Se refiere a Teofilo 

°° Zwieback: como ya dijimos, se refiere a alguna galletita dura que conseguian o a tortillas al rescoldo. Paraguay té, no 
estamos seguros, puede ser un mate frio un tipo de yerba 

®7 Lo escribe en castellano 

8 Asi escribe Zamborondén 
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los perros. Empujamos a las otras fuerte y con el be® de las ovejas que nadaban y las otras que 
saltaban al agua, las ovejas de atras se pusieron listas y una tras otra saltaron al agua y nadaron, y 
en media hora mas 0 menos, ya todas las ovejas estaban en la otra orilla. Entonces el inglés le 
regalé a mi hermano un perrito ovejero escocés, que ya podia correr detras los caballos. Cuando 
hacia mucho calor y durante las largas cabalgatas, mi hermano lo llevaba en el caballo con él, pero 
pronto ya estaba ayudando a cuidar las ovejas. La primera noche donde acampamos, un zorro 
estaba aullando, atraido por el olor del asado, y el perrito se asust6 mucho y se escondié con quien 
estaba durmiendo en el suelo. El zorro se habia llevado el palo donde estaba el asado y estabamos 


comiendo lo que habia quedado en el palo. 


Ahora, nuestro grupo enfilé hacia el norte, hacia la parte norte de la provincia de Buenos Ayres. 


Ya alli habia bastante gente, con ovejas, ganado y ademas gente que criaba caballos. 


El agua para las ovejas la encontrabamos en las lagunas y a veces encontrabamos arroyos chicos. 
Habia suficiente comida”, normalmente en esta época de afio hay suficiente comida y agua, asi 
que era la época perfecta para viajar. A veces, a la gente no le gustaba que una fila tan larga de 
ovejas pasara por ahi, porque tenia miedo de que nuestras ovejas se mezclaran con sus majadas o 
que las majadas de ellos se mezclaran con las nuestras, cosa que parece que pasaba bastante 


seguido. 
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Después, pienso que te diré mas de lo que paso hasta ahora, pero regresando a nuestro viaje a la 
Pp Pp Pp Pp er J 
provincia de Santa Fe, adonde llegamos al principio de abril. Arrendamos tierras para las ovejas 


1 ‘ 
™ compré 


por tres afios, y después nos cambiamos a otro lugar hasta 1870. Entonces me casé, 
tierras como a 20 horas de alli, las vendi en 1880 y me converti en capataz de la Estancia Tigresito. 
Alli podia tener mis ovejas y ganado, eran tierras de 5 horas [4 de grandes. Me quedé en ese lugar 
hasta 1889. Luego, compré tierras en Pellegrini y construi donde esta ahora mi casa. El lugar en 


ese momento se Ilamaba Algarrobos y luego fue cambiado de nombre a Carlos Pellegrini. 


Por favor, devuélveme estas paginas en un momento oportuno para que yo lo pueda continuar. 


Saludos de tu hermano,” Wilhelm 


® Balido de las ovejas 

7 Pasto 

7 Eso es todo lo que dice. No dice con quien se casé ni da un nombre 

” No puedo saber a qué hermano se refiere, pues simplemente no lo dice 
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COMENTARIOS SOBRE LA TRADUCCION/ 
FEEDBACK ABOUT THE TRANSLATION 


De: Marta Stiefel Ayala, PhD. <periquita88@yahoo.com> 

Asunto: Traduccién 

Para: "Ofelia Stiefel" <ofe4584@yahoo.com.ar>, "Oscar Stiefel" <oscarstiefel@yahoo.com.ar> 
Fecha: 15 de mayo de 2013, 15:32 


Hola Ofelia y Caroso: Tengo muy buenas noticias: consegui alguien que me tradujera el diario de 
Wilhelm. Resulta que nos pusimos en contacto con la Casa Alemana, en el Parque Balboa y la 
secretaria mando notas a sus miembros a ver si alguien podia hacerlo; buenos, varios contestaron, 
pero una mujer llamada Birgit Kern dijo que sus padres en Alemania lo sabian perfectamente bien 
porque el papa lo habia usado en su trabajo y su mama recibia cartas del papa en aleman antiguo. 
Bueno, les mandamos copias de manuscrito, lo tradujeron al aleman moderno y se lo mandaron a 
su hija Birgit, que me lo tradujo al inglés y ahora lo estoy traduciendo al castellano. Esta 
buenisimo; divertido, con muchas aventuras y muchos cuentos. En cuanto termine les mando la 
version en castellano para que la revisen porque hay muchas palabras 0 frases que como es 
traduccion, de traduccién, de traduccién, no estoy segura de lo que dice. Me voy a juntar con 
Birgit para aclarar algunas dudas, pero ya esta casi listo. Asi que lo podremos entregar en la 
proxima reunion. El viejo era muy aventurero! Lo que me gusto es que tradujeron desde el 
principio y la traduccién de Gunther y la de ellos coincide casi exactamente, asi que estamos 
seguros de que esta bien traducida. No le digan a nadie para que sea una sorpresa! Bueno, ya se los 
mando. Bueno, besos a todos y carifios, Marta 


From: Marta Stiefel Ayala, PhD. <periquita88@yahoo.com> 

Subject: Translation 

For: "Ofelia Stiefel" <ofe4584@yahoo.com.ar>, "Oscar Stiefel" <oscarstiefel@yahoo.com.ar> 
Date: May 15, 2013, 15:32 


Hello Ofelia and Caroso: I have very good news: I got someone to translate Wilhelm's diary for 
me. It turns out that we contacted the German House, in Balboa Park and the secretary sent notes 
to its members to see if anyone could do it; but a woman named Birgit Kern said her parents in 
Germany knew this perfectly well because the dad had used it in his work and her mom was 
receiving letters from her dad in Old German. Well, we sent them copies of the manuscript, they 
translated it into modern German, and they sent it to their daughter Birgit, who translated it into 
English for me and now I'm translating it into Spanish. It's great; fun, with many adventures and 
many stories. As soon as I finish, I will send you the Spanish version to review it because there are 
many words or phrases as it is a translation, of a translation, of a translation, | am not sure what it 
says. I'm going to meet with Birgit to clarify some doubts, but it's almost ready. So we can bring it 
at the next meeting. The old man was very adventurous! What I liked is that they translated from 
the beginning and Gunther's translation and theirs matches almost exactly, so we're sure it's well 
translated. Don't tell anyone so it is a surprise! Well, I will send them to you. Well, kisses to 
everyone and love, Marta 
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De: Marta Stiefel Ayala, PhD. <periquita88@yahoo.com> 

Asunto: Traduccién 

Para: "Ofelia Stiefel" <ofe4584@yahoo.com.ar>, "Oscar Stiefel" <oscarstiefel@yahoo.com.ar> 
Fecha: Lunes, 20 de mayo de 2013, 16:32 


Hola Ofe y Caro: aqui va la traduccion al castellano. Lo que dijeron los traductores es que escribia 
como se escribia antes, sin puntos ni comas, y a veces era dificil entender el sentido de la oracién. 
Bueno, lo que quiero es que lo lean y lo corrijan y me lo regresen para terminarlo para entregar. 
Hay palabras que uso que no se si son las correctas. Después voy a hablar con la traductora para 
ver el sentido de algunas palabras, por ejemplo, ella traduce saddle que es montura o silla para 
montar, pero debe ser un apero; también usa pepper que es pimienta, pero no se a que refiere, si 
pimienta blanca o algo picante. Bueno, ya veremos. Besos a todos, Marta 


From: Marta Stiefel Ayala, PhD. <periquita88@yahoo.com> 

Subject: Translation 

For: "Ofelia Stiefel" <ofe4584@yahoo.com.ar>, "Oscar Stiefel" <oscarstiefel@yahoo.com.ar> 
Date: Monday, 20 de mayo, 2013, 16:32 


Hello Ofe and Caro: here is the Spanish translation. What the translators said is that he wrote as it 
was written before, without periods and colons, and sometimes it was difficult to understand the 
meaning of the sentence. Well, what I want is for you to read it and correct it and return it to me 
to finish it so we can turn it in. There are words I used that I don't know if they are the right ones. 
Then I will talk to the translator to see the meaning of some words, for example, she translates 
saddle but must be an apero; she also uses pepper that is black pepper, but I do not know what 
she means, if white pepper or something spicy. Well, we'll see. Kisses to all, Marta 


From: Stiefel Ofelia <ofe4584@yahoo.com.ar> 
To: Ph.D.Marta Stiefel Ayala <periquita88@yahoo.com> 
Sent: Monday, May 20, 2013 3:08 PM 


Subject: Re: Traduccion 


Gracias, ya lo bajé y me fui a leerlo con el Caro, pero no lo terminamos, porque se me hacia muy 
tarde, ahora me pongo a terminarlo. Ya estuvimos viendo algunas palabras, pero ninguna de gran 
importancia, después te decimos, hasta ahora es una belleza !!!!, cuando lo termine te cuento, 
carifios, Ofelia 


From: Stiefel Ofelia <ofe4584@yahoo.com.ar> 

To: Ph.D.Marta Stiefel Ayala <periquita88@yahoo.com> 
Sent: Monday, May 20, 2013 3:08 PM 

Subject: Re: Translation 


Thank you, I already downloaded it and went to read it with Caro, but we did not finish it, 


because it was too late, now I start to finish it. We were already checking some words, but they are 
not too important, will tell you later, until then it is a beauty !!!!, when I finish it, I will tell you, 
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love, Ofelia 


From: Oscar Stiefel <oscarstiefel@yahoo.com.ar> 
To: Ofelia Stiefel <ofe4584@yahoo.com.ar>; Ph.D.Marta Stiefel Ayala <periquita88@yahoo.com> 
Sent: Monday, May 20, 2013 8:03 AM 


Subject: Re: Traduccién 


Hola Marta ... excelente!!! ayer estuvimos con Ofelia leyendo el escrito y si bien hay algunas 
palabras que pueden provocar dudas lo importante es que el espiritu se mantiene y como dice 
Ofelia ... le hace acordar la narracién al estilo papi ... pero también esta tu aporte heredado ...! lo 
vamos a seguir leyendo y analizando porque no tiene desperdicio. De paso fijate en las cartas de 
Wilhelm y Luise de algunas palabras que nos quedaron sin saber, si vale la pena completarlas. 
Saludos a todos.... un beso Caroso 


From: Oscar Stiefel <oscarstiefel@yahoo.com.ar> 
To: Ofelia Stiefel <ofe4584@yahoo.com.ar>; PhD. Marta Stiefel Ayala <periquita88@yahoo.com> 
Sent: Monday, May 20, 2013 8:03 AM 


Subject: Re: Translation 


Hello Marta ... excellent!!! yesterday we were with Ofelia reading the writing and although there 
are some words that can cause doubts the important thing is that the spirit is maintained and as 
Ofelia says ... makes you remember the narrative daddy style... but there is also your inherited 
contribution...! we will continue reading and analyzing it because it has no waste. By the way, look 
at the letters of Wilhelm and Luise of some words that we did not know, if it is worth completing 
them. 

Greetings to all.... a kiss 


From: Stiefel Ofelia <ofe4584@yahoo.com.ar> 
To: Marta Stiefel Ayala <periquita88@yahoo.com> 
Sent: Tuesday, May 21, 2013 6:27 AM 

Subject: Re: Traduccion 


Hola, lo lei todo de corrido, y realmente es una maravilla enterarse de todo lo que le pas. Marta, 
me da la impresién que él no le escribia a los dos hermanos de aca, sino a otro que estaba lejos, esa 
es mi impresion ya que los dos de aca ya sabian cémo era la cosa. Habia otro hermano en otra 
parte del mundo, dénde? Los detalles del mate, las ovejas, pero me impresiond mucho todo lo de 
las costumbres. y cuando termina, "después me casé" como si fuera lo mas normal, y no dice con 
quién, si tiene hijos..., qué personaje, es indudable que era la antitesis del Abuelo. En partes me 
hacia acordar a Papi, te acordes que siempre decia que queria que le tocara la marina, para poder 
viajar ? y por desgracia sacé n° cero ?, el humor de Papi y los cuentos, anoche no me podia dormir, 
pensando que qué lastima que por una cosa u otra, no se conocieron. Hay mucho para hablar. Me 
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ha hecho muy feliz, leer todo el relato, es como si el eslab6n se uniera. 
Bueno, carifios a todos, Ofelia 


From: Stiefel Ofelia <ofe4584@yahoo.com.ar> 

To: Marta Stiefel Ayala <periquita88@yahoo.com> 
Sent: Tuesday, May 21, 2013 6:27 AM 

Subject: Re: Translation 


Hello, I read it all straight through, and it really is a wonder to find out everything that happened 
to him. Marta, I get the impression that he did not write to the two brothers here, but to another 
who was far away, that is my impression since the two here already knew how it was. There was 
another brother in another part of the world, where? The details of the mate, the sheep, but I was 
very impressed by everything about the customs. and when he finishes, "after I got married" as if it 
were the most normal, and he does not say with whom, if he has children ..., what character, 
doubtless that he was the antithesis of Grandfather. In parts I remembered Papi, do you remember 
that he always said that he wanted the navy selected him, so he could travel? and unfortunately, he 
got n° 0?, The humor of Papi and the stories, last night I could not sleep, thinking that what a pity 
that for one thing or another, they did not know each other. There's a lot to talk about. It has 
made me very happy, to read the whole story, it is as if the link were joined. Well, greetings to all, 


Ofelia 


De: Reynaldo Ayala, PhD. <periquita88@yahoo.com> 
Asunto: Re: Traduccién 

Para: "Stiefel Ofelia" <ofe4584@yahoo.com.ar> 
Fecha: martes, 21 de mayo de 2013, 0:17 


Hola Ofelia, ya veo que vieron las aventuras del Wilhelm, yo lei todo y me encanto. Era una forma 
de escribir como le venian a él a la cabeza los eventos que queria reportar. Que transformacion tan 
increible lo de tu bisabuelo, se empapo en la cultura de la pampa y sin querer se hizo gaucho en su 
juventud. Reynaldo 


From: Reynaldo Ayala, Ph.D. <periquita88@yahoo.com> 
Subject: Re: Translation 

For: "Stiefel Ofelia" <ofe4584@yahoo.com.ar> 

Date: Tuesday, May 21, 2013, 0:17 


Hello Ofelia, I see you saw the adventures of Wilhelm, I read everything and loved it. It was a way 
of writing as the events he wanted to report came to mind. What an incredible transformation of 
your great-grandfather, he soaked in the culture of the pampas and inadvertently became a gaucho 
in his youth. Reynaldo 


El miércoles 22-may-13, Marta Stiefel Ayala, PhD. <periquitaSS@yahoo.com> escribio: 
Hola Ofe: eran seis hermanos en total, los tres que ya sabemos, dos que se quedaron en Alemania, 
y uno Karl August que a lo mejor se vino a EEUU, pero no lo he podido encontrar. ;Ahora, 
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porque esta carta estaba con la familia de Ulrico, no se?; a lo mejor nunca se mand6 o se regresd, 
como Wilhelm lo pedia. Lo que no sabemos es que, si escribié la continuacion, y si lo hizo, a 
quién se la mando. Si, qué lastima que no se conocieron. Bueno, hasta pronto, chau, Marta 


Wednesday, May 22, 13, Marta Stiefel Ayala, Ph.D. <periquitaS8@yahoo.com> wrote: 

Hi Ofe: there were six brothers in total, the three that we already know, two who stayed in 
Germany, and one Karl August who maybe came to the United States, but I have not been able to 
find it. Now, because this letter was with Ulrich's family, I don't know? maybe it was never sent or 
returned, as Wilhelm asked. What we don't know is that if he wrote the sequel, and if he did, to 
whom he sent it. Yes, what a pity they didn't meet. Well, see you soon, chau, Marta 


De: Marta Stiefel Ayala, Ph.D. <periquita88@yahoo.com> 

Asunto: Traduccién 

Para: "Ofelia Stiefel" <ofe4584@yahoo.com.ar>, "Oscar Stiefel" <oscarstiefel@yahoo.com.ar> 
Fecha: Lunes, Agosto 26 de 2013, 16:32 


Hola Ofe y Caro: Si, Birgit me la va a dar cuando nos juntemos. Esta escrita a mano, como la 
hicieron sus padres, asi que me dara una copia. En la versién original, se puede ver cuando usa 
palabras en castellano, como mate, yerba, facon, rancho, hacienda, peones, asi que he estado 
revisando el aleman antiguo. También, cuando me junte con Birgit, le preguntaré sobre varias 
palabras como zwieback, tetera, nativo, apero, etc. Yo creo, Wilhelm, como aprendié castellano en 
la Argentina, debe haber aprendido y usado las palabras locales, como apero o pava, pero cuando 
lo escribid en aleman uso palabras mds comunes para que su hermano entendiera. Si, eso de las 
galletitas no pueden haber sido la misma clase lo que habia en el barco, con lo que comian en el 
campo. No sé si le preguntamos a Ana Marelli como les llegé el manuscrito a ellas. Bueno, besos, 
hasta pronto, Marta 


From: Marta Stiefel Ayala, PhD. <periquita88@yahoo.com> 

Subject: Translation 

For: "Ofelia Stiefel" <ofe4584@yahoo.com.ar>, "Oscar Stiefel" <oscarstiefel@yahoo.com.ar> 
Date: Monday, August 26, 2013, 16:32 


Hi Ofe and Caro: Yes, Birgit is going to give it to me when we get together. It's handwritten, as his 
parents did, so she'll give me a copy. In the original version, you can see it when he used Spanish 
words, such as mate, yerba, facdn, rancho, hacienda, peones, so I've been checking the old German 
version. Also, when I meet Birgit, I will ask her about various words like zwieback, teapot, native, 
apero, etc. I believe, Wilhelm, as he learned Spanish in Argentina, must have learned and used 
local words, such as apero or pava, but when he wrote it in German, he used more common words 
for his brother to understand. Yes, the cookies cannot have been the same kind as what was they 
used on the ship, with what they ate in the campo. Let’s ask Ana Marelli how the manuscript came 
to them. Well, kisses, see you soon, Marta 
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From: Stiefel Ofelia <ofe4584@yahoo.com.ar> 
To: Marta Stiefel <periquita88@yahoo.com> 
Sent: Lunes, Agosto 26, 2013 4:39 PM 
Subject: Carta 


Hola, hemos estado hablando con el Caro y yo estuve buscando algunos términos, por ejemplo 
"carrizos", que es toda hierba alta cercanos a las lagunas o lugares muy humedos y son de distinto 
tipo, pueden ser juncos, totoras y muchas mas que las usaban para techar los ranchos, en realidad 
se Ilaman los carrizales que involucra a todos de ese tipo de plantas- Pensamos con Caroso que 
seria muy bueno si tenés la traduccion del aleman antiguo al moderno, antes de la traduccion al 
inglés, porque hay muchas palabras muy especificas de la regidn. No sabemos si la chica te dio esa 
le traduccion. Por ejemplo, cuando habla de dos clases de armadillos, que son los peludos y las 
mulitas y a cual de ellas se refiere. Otra, cuando habla del zwiebac 1° habla que es como una 
galletita, pero al final habla como que lo hacen ellos, y el sentido es que lo hacian con grasa, harina 
como una tortilla chata y dura que se cocinaba dos veces, la descripcién mas parecida a tortillas al 
rescoldo, no sé, me parece que no habla de lo mismo en las distintas partes. 

Bueno es lo que he visto hasta ahora, pero lo quiero leerlo mas detenidamente. Por eso seria 
importante una traduccion del aleman. Carifios Ofelia 


From: Stiefel Ofelia <ofe4584@yahoo.com.ar> 
To: Marta Stiefel <periquita88@yahoo.com> 
Sent: Monday, August 26, 2013 4:39 PM 
Subject: Letter 


Hello, we have been talking to Caro and I was looking for some terms, for example "reeds", which 
is all high grass near the lagoons or very humid places and are of different types, they can be reeds, 
totoras and many more that are used to roof the ranches, they are actually called the reed beds that 
involve all of that type of plants- We thought with Caroso that it would be very good if you have 
the translation of the Old German to Modern German, before the English translation, because 
there are many very specific words for the region. We don't know if the girl gave you that Ist 
translation. For example, when he talks about two kinds of armadillos, which are the furry and the 
mulitas and which of them he refers to. Another, when he talks about the zwiebac 1° he talks 
about it being like a cookie, but in the end he talks like they make them, and the sense is that they 
did it with fat, flour like a flat and hard tortilla that was cooked twice, the description more similar 
to tortillas cook on embers, I do not know, it seems to me that he does not talk about the same 
thing in the different parts. Well, it's what I've seen so far, but I want to read it more carefully. 
That is why a translation from German would be important. Love Ofelia 


El miércoles 27-Agosto-2013, Marta Stiefel Ayala, PhD. <periquitaS8@yahoo.com> escribio: 
Hola Caroso: Si, la estoy revisando otra vez y uno de estos dias nos juntamos con Birgit para que 
me dé la traduccién al aleman moderno, que es la que le mandaron sus padres; esta manuscrita, asi 
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que me dara una copia. Y ya tengo una lista de palabras sobre las que le voy a preguntar porque 
pueden tener varios sentidos. Por ejemplo, ella dice en inglés, native que yo traduci a nativo, pero 
se puede usar mejor lugarefo, natural, etc. Yo creo que como Wilhelm aprendio castellano alla, 
debe haber usado las palabras regionales como pava, apero, etc. pero, en aleman uso las palabras 
que su hermano pudiera entender. Lo que no sabemos es si mando esta carta y se la devolvieron 
como él pedia o si nunca la mando y como Ilegé a las manos de Ulrico, 0 la Pira 0 el Piro. ;Nunca 
preguntamos? Bueno, ya seguimos. Besos, Chau, Marta 


Wednesday 27-August-2013, Marta Stiefel Ayala, PhD. <periquitaS8@yahoo.com> wrote: 
Hello Caroso: Yes, | am reviewing it again and one of these days we'll meet with Birgit to give me 
the translation into modern German, which is the one sent to her by his parents; it's handwritten, 
so she'll give me a copy. And I already have a list of words that I'm going to ask you about because 
they can have several meanings. For example, she says in English, native that I translated to native, 
but you can use better local, natural, etc. I believe that since Wilhelm learned Spanish there, he 
must have used the regional words such as pava, apero, etc. but, in German, he used the words 
that his brother could understand. What we do not know is whether he sent this letter, and it was 
returned to him as he requested or if he never sent it and how it reached the hands of Ulrio, or 
Pira or Piro. Did we ever ask? Well, we're on. Kisses, Chau, Marta 


From: Oscar Stiefel <oscarstiefel@yahoo.com.ar> 

To: Ofelia Stiefel <ofe4584@yahoo.com.ar>; Ph.D.Marta Stiefel Ayala <periquita88@yahoo.com> 
Sent: Miércoles, Sept. 4, 2013, 8:03 AM 

Subject: Re: Traduccién 


Marta, del diario de Wilhelm creo que esta bien ... me resulta dificil pensar 0 que quiso 

decir 0 cémo lo dijo en su idioma original y que luego las traducciones "esterilizan" la palabra ... 
por ejemplo cuando dice "montura" nosotros inferimos que se refiere al "recado" ... pero si en la 
estancia los duefos son de origen europeo, bien dicho montura si las han traido de alla, en el caso 
de "facén" y "mate" no tiene otra palabra en aleman aunque opta para el mate cocido lo de "té 
paraguayo" ... asi lo habran llamado en la Estancia? ... es fabuloso su relato ... y todo lo que de alli 
surge ... quién diablos habra sido el Tio? Bueno ya seguiremos conversando aca tomando unos 
"mates". Abrazos y saludos a todos, Caroso y Patricia 


From: Oscar Stiefel <oscarstiefel@yahoo.com.ar> 
To: Ofelia Stiefel <ofe4584@yahoo.com.ar>; Ph.D.Marta Stiefel Ayala <periquita88@yahoo.com> 
Sent: Wednesday, Sept. 4, 2013, 8:03 AM 


Subject: Re: Translation 


Martha, from Wilhelm's diary I think it's okay... I find it hard to think either what he meant or 
how he said it in his original language and that then translations "sterilize" the word... for example 
when it says "saddle" we infer that it refers to the "recado" ... but if in the estancia the owners are of 
European origin, well said mount if they have brought them from there, in the case of "facon" and 
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"mate" has no other word in German although it opts for the mate cocido the "Paraguayan tea" ... 
so you will have called it in the Estancia? ... his story is fabulous... and everything that arises from 
there... who the was Uncle? Well, we will continue talking here taking some "mates". Hugs and 
greetings to all, Caroso and Patricia 
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MILITARY POST 


PHOTO 3- CONTEMPORARY PICTURES OF THE MILITARY POST WHERE WILHELM 
PERFORMED HIS MILITARY SERVICE 
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PHOTO 4 PORT OF LE HAVRE CIRCA 1880s 
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VISIT TO THE GENERAL NATIONAL ARCHIVE OF ARGENTINA - September 2011 


ROOM X - PASSENGER ENTRANCE TO ARGENTINA IN THE NINETEENTH CENTURY 


Joahnn Georg Stiefel and Catherina Githner were married in December 1859 so I began 
searching the passenger lists from that date back. I found their passage entry in 1858! On 
November 17th of that year, they entered the country aboard the ship "Corneille" from the port of 
Le Havre (France). They are registered in the Book of SALA X: 36-08-32 of the Year 1858. 


SALA X 
36-08-32 


ENTRADA DE PASAJEROS 


PHOTO 5 - ENVELOPE AND COVER OF THE BOOK RECORDING THE ARRIVAL OF PASSENGERS TO THE PORT 
OF BUENOS AIRES IN 1858 
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PHOTO 6- OPEN BOOK AND FIRST PAGE OF ENTRADA DE PASAJEROS 
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NOVEMBER 17, 1858 
12TH ROW: GOTTLIEB STIEFEL (POORLY WRITTEN GAOLIE); 13TH ROW: JOAHNN G. (POORLY WRITTEN JARRY 
OR JANNY?); 14TH ROW: CATHARINA GUTNER. THEY ARRIVED ABOARD THE FRENCH BOAT "CORNEILLE", 
FROM LE HAVRE (FRANCE). 
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A LARGER VIEW OF THE PAGE RECORDING THE ARRIVAL OF GOTTLIED AND JOHANN, WILHELM’S TWO 
BROTHERS WHO ARRIVED IN BUENOS AIRES IN 1958; 3 YEARS BEFORE WILHELM ARRIVED IN 1861 


Karl Wilhelm Stiefel 


in the U.S. and Canada, Passenger and Immigration Lists Index, 1500s-1900s 


Name: Karl Wilhelm Stiefel 
Arrival Year: 1861 
Arrival Place: South America 


Primary Immigrant: Stiefel, Karl Wilhelm 
Source Publication Code: 8057.5 


Source Bibliography: SCHENK, TRUDY, and RUTH FROELKE. The Wuerttemberg Emigration 
Index. Vol. 2. Salt Lake City: Ancestry, 1986. 240p. 


© 2022 Ancestry.com 


PHOTO 7 - WILHELM ARRIVED IN ARGENTINA IN 1861 
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CENSUS RECORDS 
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PLANILLA DEL PRIMER CENSO NACIONAL REALIZADO EN 1869 
(ARCHIVO GENERAL DE LANACION) - HOJA2 
EN LA ZONA EL CENSISTA FUE FACUNDO LARGUIA 
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PHOTO 8 - ARGENTINA, NATIONAL CENSUS - 1869 
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Part Two 
IN SEARCH OF MY WIFE'S 


GREAT-GRANDFATHER, 
KARL WILHELM STIEFEL 


An Essay Written by Reynaldo Ayala, PhD 
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I never imagined when I met Marta Beatriz Catalina Stiefel in 1957, that fifty-seven years later we 
would be walking together with Ofelia Stiefel, her younger sister, in Stuttgart, Germany, searching 


for an old cemetery, looking for the grave of her great-grandfather Karl Wilhelm Stiefel. 


For the last 8 years, we have held annual reunions of the Stiefel Family at Caroso’s house in Villa 
Warcalde in Cordoba, Argentina. Oscar Stiefel (Caroso), Marta's brother, has been the leader and 
one of the most commited persons in learning the history and genealogy of the family, with the 
cooperation and fundamental participation of Ofelia Stiefel. The research work that Marta and 
Caroso have done has been especially important and of great interest to all of us who get together 


for a potluck reunion on a Sunday in October or November of each year. 


As a result of these reunions, we have become reacquainted with the descendants of Karl Wilhelm 
Stiefel, not only from Cordoba but from throughout Argentina. And also, with the descendants of 


one of Wilhelm’s brothers named Johann Georg Stiefel, who we had no idea existed. 


Karl Wilhelm Stiefel arrived in Argentina in the 1861 in search of his two brothers Johann Georg 
and Gottlieb and an uncle who lived in Buenos Aires. He married Bertha Tschuy probably in 1870 
and started a very large family, saw them grow up and when Bertha died in 1898, he returned to 


Stuttgart, Germany, married Luise Nissle, and died in Cannstatt in 1912. 


Oscar collects, same as Marta, everything new that it is found about Wilhelm and family. The new 
wife Luise Nussle sent the photo of Wilhelm’s tomb to Argentina and for many years we have read 
about Stuttgart, Fornsbach and Cannstatt, looked at the photo of the tomb and read about the 

cemetery, but we never thought we would get there. We knew that some years ago a niece traveled 


to Stuttgart and visited the cemetery but did not find the grave. 


With all the information possible, and eager to investigate the origins of Wilhelm and his tomb, 
Marta, Ofelia, and I left in April of this year, as part of a trip we made along the Danube River. 


All of the above is like an introduction to our wanderings in Stuttgart in places where Wilhelm is 


buried and the possible places where he lived when he returned from Argentina. 


We left by train from Munchen (Munich) in the morning towards Stuttgart, which is basically in 
the south of Germany, very close to France. We arrived in the early afternoon. Great train and 
superior service and very comfortable seats. We entered Stuttgart from the east and got to see some 
of the Mercedes Benz facilities. We arrived at the station called Hauptbahnhof or Central Station, 
which is in the center of the city, right in front of the civic center with government buildings, 


shops, museums, recreation centers, and very beautiful parks and monuments. 


Above the station there is a system of trains and trams that takes you anywhere in the city of 
Stuttgart and surrounding areas. We took the S1 train because our goal was to get to our hotel that 


Marta had booked; very nice, modest, and with a fantastic breakfast, in the neighborhood of 
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Sindelfingen. When we got off the train, we realized that just across was the hotel and separated by 
the train tracks was a very large Mercedes Benz plant. When we were traveling into the city by 
train, we had noticed the shopping center and the train to Bad Cannstatt with its Wilhelmsplatz 


station and park. We needed to go there to get to the cemetery where Karl Wilhelm Stiefel was 
buried. 


The next day we took the S1 train to Bad Cannstatt and from there we walked a block and a half 
until we reached the stop for the yellow tram of the U1 line going towards Fellback. At the first 
stop we got off almost at the gate of the cemetery. 


PHOTO 9- TRAIN STATION TO THE TRAM TO CEMETERY 


PHOTO 10- YELLOW LINE U1 
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PHOTO 11- TRAM STOP IN FRONT OF CEMETERY 


The Uff Kirchhof Cemetery (Uff Cemetery) is very old and surrounded by churches and a 
Lutheran school. It occupies the corner of Waiblinger and Taubenheim streets. Before entering 
the cemetery, we realized that the Spahr Hotel would have been more convenient to stay, but we 
did not know about it. The cemetery occupies about 40% of the block with a Lutheran school on 
the right and in the background, a Lutheran Cathedral. We entered the cemetery and were 


surprised by how nice it was, with many plants and colorful flowers used to decorate the graves, all 


——m PHOTO 12- MARTA AND OFELIA AT ENTRANCE TO 
PHOTO 13- SPAHR HOTEL AND WAIBLINGER ST CEMETERY 


very clean with well-defined paths where one can walk and see both sides and read the names of 
those buried there. The tombs are organized head-to-head and on the feet are the narrow paths. 


There were many gardeners working and making it prettier and cleaner; some digging new tombs. 
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PHOTO 14- VIEWS OF THE CEMETERY 
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PHOTO 16- THE CHAPEL PHOTO 16- ANOTHER VIEW OF THE CEMETERY 


We got the impression that all this work is perhaps ordered by the tombs’ owners, and we saw also 
some families cleaning and fixing the graves of their deceased. We didn't see any ruined or 
neglected tombs. Some tombs have monuments with very beautiful images of angels. We found 
the chapel inside the cemetery, but it seems that it is used only when there is some burial; we 


believe that it is the one that was used when Wilhelm was buried, because it is very old. 


We decided to approach the workers and ask with our "German" mix of English and Spanish who 
was in charge. They pointed us to a person, and we approached him. We told him what we were 
looking for and he told us that as soon as he finished what he was doing he would take care of us. 
He left with the name Karl Wilhelm Stiefel and a few minutes later came out with the news that 
such a person was no longer in the cemetery. We insisted on seeing the documents and he did so 
reluctantly. We went into the office where he showed us the book where they had recorded his 
burial and we took pictures of the pages, although he didn't want us to do this at first. 
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PHOTO 18- A VIEW OF THE CEMETERY WHERE PHOTO 17- PLAN OF THE CEMETERY SHOWING 
HE WAS BURIED SECTION A 
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PHOTO 19- PHOTO OF THE BOOK RECORDING THE BURIAL 


This is the information we found in the book: Stiefel Wilhelm Privatier. This possibly refers to 
being a private burial. He died on December 11, 1912, buried on December 13, 1912, 72 years 
old. There was another date September 1925, and we think that possibly this date refers to the 
rent expiration date when you have to pay if you want to continue to maintain the place. It is also 
noted that he was buried in tomb 58 of section A and at a depth of 2.40 meters. According to 
Luise's letter, it was of double depth so she could be buried there also. When I left the office, I 
noticed a map that showed where tomb 58 would be in section A, but that numbering no longer 
exists. This section is attached to the property of the Lutheran school. We toured the entire 
cemetery but especially section A. We found nothing of the tomb that is in the photo. A 
gentleman who spoke a little English told us that he had never seen that sculpture. We tried to 
place the photo with what it is there now, and I am personally convinced that we found the place 
where the tomb was located, considering what is now there and comparing that with what the 
photo shows. We could not be told what happened to Wilhelm's sculpture and tomb; if they were 
removed in 1925 when the agreement ended according to the date in the book, or if they were 
destroyed with the bombing that was carried out in the First World War. Before we left, we were 
informed that the remains were most likely integrated into the cemetery soil. What we did notice 
was that there were several tombs with the same dates with sculptures very similar to those on 
Wilhelm's tomb. I told Marta and Ofelia that the investigation was positive because we now know 
that Wilhelm is in the cemetery. Where? Throughout the cemetery!!! 
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We don't know when Luise died and where 
her grave is. However, there was a grave in 
the cemetery where Wilhelm was buried, 
with several people buried there and one of 


those people had the same name as her. 


Later we learned that in Germany the final 
resting place is not always definitive. Under 
German law, families rent graves for a 
specific period of time, usually 15 to 30 
years. At the end of that period, authorities 


try to contact the families, usually by putting 
= : a notice on the grave. Ifa family is unable 
PHOTO 20- THE TOMB OF LUISE STIEFEL, BUT MAYBE . 
NOT OUR LUISE or unavailable to renew the lease, the contents 
of the tomb are put in a separate container and buried deeper in the same place and the tomb site 
reverts to state property and leased to another family. Each community sets the parameters of costs 
and lease time of a burial site. We left the cemetery and went to visit the Lutheran Cathedral, very 
new and very nice, but, of course, it did not exist when Wilhelm was buried. We were there taking 


pictures until a group of boys came in with their catechism teacher and started talking about the 


images of Jesus on his way to the crucifixion. 


Caroso had given us an address that was 
supposed to be from a place where Wilhelm 
and Luise lived, about a block from the 
cemetery. But the address did not match the 
names and numbers of the building where 
they lived. But maybe it was possible that the 
names and numberings of the streets were 
changed. We wondered and to be sure I 
headed to a corner where it looked like an 
Arabic restaurant. I asked and the young 


people couldn't help me, but they went inside 


and asked the parents. Neither street names 
nor numbers have changed here, they said. The address we were looking for is somewhat removed 
from here, where Marienplatz is, south of the civic center. We took the U1 tram which took us 
directly there, it took about half an hour. Getting off the tram, the square reminded us of 
Wilhelm's descriptions about the square, that it had many trees, gardens, and benches where he 
would read the newspaper. Now it is very changed and all paved. Wilhelm and Luise lived on 


Hohenstaufen Street that begins in the square and goes up in a kind of a wedge. 
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PHOTO 21- POSSIBLE DWELLINGS WHERE WILHELM AND LUISE LIVED 


According to the descriptions Wilhelm made in one of his letters, one of these three-story 
buildings is where he lived with Luise until his death; first on the 3rd floor, but from July 1, 1910, 
they lived on the Ist floor, because it was very difficult for 
him to climb the stairs. The number of the building was 41 
but that numbering no longer exists. Three of the buildings 
on this street are under repair and at least two had no 
inhabitants. We took many pictures and asked several people 
who lived and worked there, but no one could tell us about 
the numbering and when it had changed. The street is very 


short, and the name changes in one block. 


As we had the address where Luise lived after Wilhelm's 

death, we took a taxi there; it was about ten blocks north on 
Weimar Street. She moved to this address on April 1, 1915. 
The number 27 is still there. But the old building where she 


lived no longer exists; now there is a modern building with 


an interior parking, and the complex looks very modern. 


PHOTO 22- LOCATION 
OF LUISE DWELLING 
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PHOTO 23- THE ORIGINAL TOMSTONE THAT NO LONGER EXISTS 
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This last part of this essay covers a very nice trip we made to Fornsbach, a small village northeast of 
Stuttgart, but within what can be called Greater Stuttgart. This is where Wilhelm was born. We 
took the S3 train that comes from the southwest, crosses the heart of the city and continues to 
Backnang; this took us more than an hour. We left the urban center of Stuttgart behind, located 
lower because we went up in elevation, and the whole landscape became rural, wild, and very green 
with pine forests. It was a landscape very similar to the one you see in Julie Andrews' film, “The 
Sound of Music”. In Backnang, we changed from one train to another that took us further and 
further from Stuttgart. We got off the train at Fornsbach, and there was nothing at the station but 


a couple of parked cars, a bicycle and little paths that crossed a very flat field full of flowers. 
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PHOTO 24- ON OUR WAY TO FORNSBACH 
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At the end of this field is the new community of Fornsbach. It is clearly a new community as seen 
by the architecture, full of solar panels. We walked the path that took us to the center of the old 
town where you could see a church. The road ended in a pen with animals such as cows, chickens, 
ducks, etc. We entered the village and went to the church. We toured it on the outside because it 
was closed, and we realized that it was a new building. Outside, written on the wall, it had several 


names of people who had been important in the community some time ago, but none related to 
our families. 
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On the way out, we noticed a place to eat original Swabian food. We entered a little patio where 
there were about ten outdoor tables. A woman came out of the building; she appeared to be the 
owner, spoke English, and asked us what had brought us to the village. We explained and she told 
us that she was more than sure there were no Stiefels left in the village, but that possibly a very old 
lady, a friend of her mother, knew the last person with that surname. She went to the kitchen and 
asked her mother who said yes that the woman was in another small town in a nursing home and 
not well, and that the last Stiefel in the city was a spinster and teacher. 
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We asked her about the food, and she explained it to us, and we gave her the order for the 


Swabian food, homemade and original from the village. 


We had some very rich and very cold beers. A young woman introduced herself and spoke to us in 
Spanish. She was the daughter of the one who waited on us, and we discovered that she had 
studied the language in high school and had practiced it on two trips to Spain. She also spoke very 
good English. She was studying physical education in college. We asked about the church and the 
pastor who is now in charge of the temple and where we could find him. She, the mother, and 


the old lady were very excited to help us search for the history of the Stiefels in the community. 


We finished a rich and different meal and walked to the house where the pastor lived, one block 
from the church. We knocked on the door and he opened it for us. His name is Pfarrer Steffen 
Kaltenbach. Luckily, he spoke English. We told him what we were doing in his village, and he was 
very interested; we asked him if there were any files or documents about the Stiefels; birth 
certificates, etc. but he told us the sad news that during World War II the Allies had bombed the 
village. The Allies had learned, through deception, that in the village there were armaments in 
some buildings next to the church. Almost the entire village was destroyed. It seems that the then 
pastor had taken home some books that he had written, with some information that we could see 
in his office. Those were the only books that survived. We were able to take pictures of those 


documents, but they didn't really help much for the research we were doing. 
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PHOTO 25- EVANGELICAL CHURCH OF FORNSBACH AND 
FAMILY DOCUMENTS FOUND IN THIS CHURCH 
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He took us to visit the church and it was clearly modern, but on some plaques on the walls outside 


and on a monument in the garden, there were names of people from the old community and 


names of people who died in the war. 


PHOTO 26- VIEWS OF THE CEMETERY, DOWNTOWN FORNSBACH, AND SURROUNDING AREAS 
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We got back to the village and bought ice cream for the three of us, a very rich ice cream. Also, on 
the way to the train, we passed the new cemetery which was very nice but there were no graves with 
the name of Stiefel. We only found the name Kugler, which appears in our family tree, but it is a 
modern tomb. We took the train and returned to Stuttgart happy to have been where the child 
Karl Wilhelm Stiefel had been born, spent his childhood until his military age when he registered 
with the army. At the end of his service, he used what he saved to go on an adventure to 
Argentina, where fortunately for us, he started our present family. 


Reynaldo Ayala, husband of Marta Stiefel Ayala, September 16, 2014 
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PHOTO 30- OFELIA CAPTURING OUR RESEARCH 
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PHOTO 27- MARTA UNDER AN OLD SIGN 
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